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Around Community and Press... 

Glory be to God! It has been a joyous celebration of the 
Nativity of Our Lord, and as we go to press we eagerly await the 
Theophany services. December was uncommonly busy, with 
the labor of getting all three calendars to the many faithful who 
had ordered them. 

In the midst, we rejoiced in a visit from Vladyka Hilarion, 
for the feast of St. Herman. Thanks be to God, this visit was not 
seriously marred by the unfortunate auto accident which dis- 
abled Matushka Anastasia and one of our vehicles two days 


before his arrival. Matushka continues to recover, nursing a 
broken heel which will keep her on the disabled list for at least 
a couple of months. Please pray that the damage will not leave 
a distinct possibility. The Subaru | 


her permanently crippled... 
fared worse... it is on the permanently disabled list, and a 
replacement is being sought. Most of Matushka’s medical ex- 
penses will be covered by our auto insurance, but not so the 
vehicle (we generally insure only other people’s needs, but are 
grateful for the unavoidable medical payments rider which 
reduces the burden somewhat). 

Vladyka’s visit was a source of much joy for us... he was 
here, attended by his kellenic George, for Sunday Liturgy and 
the services for the feast. On St. Herman’s day, he ordained son 
Matthew a reader and, a total surprise, awarded the epigonation 
to Fr. Gregory. For these blessings, we give thanks. 

Such activities, needless to say, sufficed to delay this issue 
of Living Orthodoxy beyond its intended release date at the end 
of December. However, #64 will not be very far behind... we 
persist in our determination to get back on schedule this spring. 

Consequently, book publishing activities may be somewhat 
limited until that goal is attained. Nevertheless, we wish tomake 
available as soon as possible a gift-quality edition of the Spiri- 
tual Psalter of St. Ephraim, together with his life... which has 
generated more positive comment, in writing and by telephone, 
than any item ever published here. Assistance will be needed 
toward the considerable capital required to purchase paper and 
pay the bindery... please see p. 43 if you would like to assist in 
this enterprise... which is certain to be to the edification of the 
faithful, and perhaps also become a foundation-stone upon 
which other such high-quality works can be prepared by the 
Press. 

Above all, we beg your prayers for all of us, Matushka 
especially, as we continue our labors and our feeble prayers. 
May the Lord bless and preserve you all, granting you a joyous 
and spiritually blessed festal season and year to come. 
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The Commentary on Psalm 118 of Theophanes the 
Recluse has been interrupted to make room for the 
special material in this issue, 
and will be continued in issue #64 


THE SUFFERING OF THE HOLY GREATMARTYR IRENE 


Wuose MemMorY THE Hoty CHURCH CELEBRATES ON THE 5TH OF MAY 


In those times when, thanks to the preaching of 
the apostles, the light of the holy Christian Faith 
shone forth among those sunk deep in the darkness 
of the worship of idols, there lived in the city of 
Migdonia a nobleman by the name of Lycinius. He 
had a wife whose name, Lycinia, was similar to his 
own. The daughter born to them was given the name 
Penelope. As she grew in age, her face took on an 
extraordinary beauty, so that by the age of six she 
surpassed all of her peers. In a pictur- 
esque area far from the city, her father 
erected for her a tower containing a 
goodly number of chambers, which 
were decorated in the most excellent 
taste and appointed with rich furniture 
and hangings. The couches, tables, 
lamps, beds and all the vessels therein 
were fashioned of pure gold. To this 
tower he brought his daughter Penel- 
ope and thirteen beautiful maidens; 
and he also set up therein his idols of 
gold, for his daughter to watch over: for 
it was his intention that his daughter 
dwell in the tower until she reach 
marriageable age. Lycinius appointed 
as governess for his daughter a worthy 
old lady named Karia, admonishing her 
to remain every by his daughter’s side 
and to share her meals; and he likewise 
entrusted the care of the thirteen maidens to her. 
Moreover, Lycinius commissioned a certain re- 
spected and noble elder by the name of Apelian to go 
daily to his daughter and teach her to read and write. 
Thus did the young girl spend six years and three 
months. And when she reached the age of twelve, her 
father began to consider to which of the sons of the 
most splendid princes he would give her in 
matrimony. 

One day, while Penelope was sitting in her cham- 
ber, a dove flew in through the open window which 
faced toward the east, holding in its beak a little 
branch. Setting it on the table, it straightway flew 
away again, through the window. An hour later, an 
eagle flew in through the window with a wreath 
fashioned of divers flowers, and, leaving the wreath 
on the table, he also flew away through the window. 
Then, through a different window, a raven flew in, 
bearing in its beak a little serpent, which he left on 
the table before flying away. 

Seeing all this, the maiden and her governess 
marvelled exceedingly, at a loss what the arrival of 
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these birds might signify. When Apelian the tutor 
arrived, they told him of what had happened. Now, 
Apelian was a secret Christian and possessed the gift 
of clairvoyance. Pondering all that they had told 
him, he addressed Penelope, saying: “Know, child, 
that the dove signifieth thy goodly character, thy 
meekness and virginal chastity. The sprig of olive 
branch signifieth the grace of God, which shall be 
given thee through baptism. The broad-winged 
eagle standeth for the emperor 
and victor, and signifieth that 
thou shalt gain dominion over 
thy passions and, exalted by 
thoughts of God, shalt van- 
quish invisible enemies, just 
as the eagle vanquisheth other 
birds. The wreath of flowers is 
a symbol of the rewards which 
thou shalt receive for thy 
struggles from Christ the King 
in His heavenly kingdom, 
where an imperishable crown 
of everlasting glory is pre- 
pared for thee. The raven with 
the serpent signifieth the 
devil, the enemy of man, who 
striveth to bring thee to grief 
and persecution. Know thou, 
O maiden, that the great King 
Who hath dominion over heaven and earth, desireth 
to betroth thee to Him as a bride, and thou shalt 
endure much suffering for His sake.” Listening to 
her teacher, the maiden laid up his words in her 
heart, and little by little the fire of divine love 
suffused her. 

On the following day, Prince Lycinius, the father 
of Penelope, arrived at her tower with his wife and 
their entourage. He wished to see her and speak 
with her about marriage. Seeing that her face shone 
with beauty as with a ray of sun-light, he rejoiced 
exceedingly and said to her: “Behold, my dear child, 
thou hast attained unto the age when thou canst be 
given in matrimony. Tell me now: which son of 
princely rank pleaseth thee more than all others? To 
that youth would I give thee for a wife!” And he 
named for her the sons of many local noblemen. But 
the virgin Penelope answered him, saying: “My fa- 
ther, give me seven days to consider, and I will 
answer thee.” Assenting to this, Lycinius left her 
and returned to his home. After her father had 
departed, Penelope went to the idols and said to 


them: “If ye are gods, hearken unto me: my father 
wisheth to give me away in matrimony, but I wish to 
remain a virgin, for the cares of life hinder me from 
worshiping God with all my heart. Tell me, then: 
shall I be married, or not?” But the idols were silent, 
for they were inanimate things. Then, spitting at 
them, Penelope turned toward the east and, gazing 
toward the heights of heaven, she said: “If Thou 
Whom the Christians worship art the true God, I 
entreat Thee: tell me whether I ought to take a 
husband, or remain ever a virgin?” Then, since 
evening had come, Penelope fell into a light sleep. In 
a dream she beheld an angel of God, who said to her: 
“Penelope! Henceforth thou shalt call thyself Irene, 
for thou shalt be a refuge and haven of peace for men, 
and because of thee many thousands of souls will 
turn to God and be saved. Thy name will be great and 
wondrous throughout the world. That which the 
elder Apelian told thee concerning the birds seen by 
thee is the truth, for the Spirit of God spake to thee 
through his mouth. This night there will come to 
thee a man of God by the name of Timothy, who is 
learned in Christian doctrine and hath received 
ordination to the priesthood at the hands of the holy 
Apostle Paul. This man beareth the epistles of that 
Apostle from one Church to another. He will vouch- 
safe thee holy baptism and tell thee what thou ought- 
est to do.” And, having thus said, the angel vanished. 
But Penelope, returning to wakefulness, awaited the 
arrival of the priest with impatience. 

Before long, Timothy, the man of God, did indeed 
arrive at the tower, led to and lifted up thereon by the 
angel of God. Joyfully received by the maiden, he 
seated himself and began to teach her, her govern- 
ess, and all around her the doctrine of the Christians, 
and his words were accepted by them all. Having 
instructed them sufficiently in the Faith and re- 
vealed to them all that they should know concerning 
the true God, Jesus Christ, His Holy Faith and the 
mysteries of Christianity, he baptized Penelope in 
the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the 
Holy Spirit. And during the baptism, Timothy gave 
her a new name, Irene, and thus betrothed her to 
Christ, admonishing her to preserve her virginity in 
chastity to the end of her life. Timothy likewise 
baptized her governess Karia and all her handmaid- 
ens; and, finally, he exhorted Irene to be courageous 
during the struggle of martyrdom which she would 
have to undergo in confessing the name of our Lord 
Jesus Christ, the true God, her immortal Bride- 
groom. Then Timothy blessed Irene and her atten- 
dants and, invoking the grace of God upon them all, 
he bade them farewell. 

Day and night the blessed Irene and her serving 


maids glorified and gave thanks to God and dili- 
gently studied the writings which the holy Timothy 
had left with them. Later, she took the golden idols 
which her father had set up and cast them, one by 
one, out of the window, so that they fell to the ground; 
and she said: “If ye be gods, save yourselves!” But 
falling to the ground from a great height, the idols 
were dashed to pieces and reduced to dust, and the 
saint mocked their impotence and rejoiced in the 
name of our Lord Jesus Christ, the true God. 
When seven days had passed, the parents of 
Irene, in company with their entourage, arrived at 
the tower to speak with her about marriage. And she 
said unto them: “I would have you know that Iam the 
handmaid of Christ. I believe in Him and love him, 
Whois the eternal King of heaven. I have betrothed 
myself to this Bridegroom, Who is pure, heavenly 
and immortal. I desire no other husband and will 
worship no other god, for there is none other beside 
Him. Have ye not seen the destruction of your gods, 
which have fallen to the ground from out of the 
window? They were unable to help themselves. How 
then are they able to serve as our helpers? Vain is 
your trust in them and to no advantage are the labors 
and expenditures you have made for the idols. Far 
better would it be to distribute silver and gold to the 
needy, the poor, orphaned and widowed. But ye, 
commissioning craftsmen, have had idols fashioned 
for yourselves which are devoid of life, and thus have 
deprived the paupers of alms; and thanks to this ye 
have made yourselves enemies of the living God and 
servants of demons. How long shall ye rage like 
untamed horses? When will ye recognize the living 
God, Him Who is able to slay and to give life? When 
the light of God will shine in your hearts the devil, 
who draggeth men from the light into darkness, into 
perdition, who lureth men away from the straight 
path into unrighteousness, will flee from you. But do 
ye first now strive to flee from the devil, for he is 
wicked and cruel. He is the deceiver who covereth 
the eyes of your hearts that ye not recognize the 
truth. I entreat thee, my father, I implore thee: 
recognize the true God Who hath created all by His 
word alone. When thou didst conceive the idea of 
erecting this tower for me, thou didst assemble 
many men to accomplish thy plan: of workers alone 
there were three thousand five hundred men, and 
three hundred oversaw their labors; and despite this 
they scarce managed to complete the construction in 
ten months. But the eternal God created heaven and 
the sun, the moon and the stars, light and darkness, 
by His word alone, and called the light day and the 
darkness night; He suspended the earth in the ether, 
commanded the waters to flow for our benefit, caused 


divers plants to grow, appointed the seasons, the 
passing of months and years, created wild beasts for 
the earth, birds for the air and fish for the waters; 
and finally, with His all-pure hands He created man, 
taking dust from the earth, and set him as lord over 
all the world, entrusting all to his care. Andall ofthis 
did God accomplish in six days by His Word alone, 
the Logos Who is His only-begotten Son, Jesus 
Christ, Who was begotten of Him without mother, 
and is of one essence and equally enthroned with 
Him. And this divine Word, through the activity of 
the Holy Spirit, was born and became incarnate 
without father from the all-pure Ever-virgin Mary 
and dwelt among men, performing countless mir- 
acles: He gave sight to the blind, cleansed lepers, 
restored the dead to life and raised up the paralyzed. 
The Jews, in their hatred, had Him crucified, and He 
suffered this of His own will, that by suffering He 
might accomplish our salvation. Yet after His death 
and burial, He rose from the dead on the third day 
through the power of His divinity, and He ascended 
into heaven and sitteth at the right hand of God the 
Father, and hath sent down the Holy Spirit upon His 
disciples and committed them to go throughout all 
the world, that they might enlighten those benighted 
in soul, convert the erring and save the perishing, for 
He desireth the salvation of all, and His mercy 
toward the human race shall never fail, even unto 
the end of time.” 

Thus spake the holy one, and her discourse 
seemed sweet to all. The prince and princess took 
their beloved daughter and brought her to dwell with 
them in the city. When she entered the city, all the 
maidens who resided there greeted her, wearing 
wreaths of flowers upon their heads and rendering 
homage to her; and all the people, gathering on 
elevated places on the walls of the town and the roofs 
of houses, gave voice to cries of joy and praise for the 
all-comely maiden. When they drew nigh to the 
prince’s palace, the holy Irene beheld a demon, who 
cried out to her: “We have nought to do with thee in 
this city, maiden. Depart, therefore, for no Christian 
dwelleth here!” But the saint said to him: “I com- 
mand thee in the name of the Lord Jesus Christ to 
tell me who thou art!” He replied: “I am a demon who 
dwelleth in idols, a teacher of fornicators and adul- 
terers, the familiar of sorcerers, the guide of ene- 
mies, the friend of drunkards, and I rejoice in blood- 
shed. I am the father of all manner of injustice and 
falsehood, and every evil. Again I say to thee, get 
thee hence and flee from our city, lest I turn thy 
father against thee and incite his wrath against thee, 
so that he slay thee!” Many heard the demon’s voice, 
but they did not see him. But the blessed Irene, 


turning, said to him: “I command thee in the name of 
the Lord Jesus Christ to depart from this city!” 

Straightway the demon trembled and vanished 
from sight. But he entered into the heart of the 
prince and incited within him a rage against his 
daughter. Summoning his spouse, Lycinius said to 
her: “What are we to do? Our daughter hath fallen 
into the snares of the Christians. Alas, wherefore did 
Terect that tower? I wished to preserve my child, but 
instead I have wrought her destruction! Now all my 
hopes have perished!” But his spouse said to him: 
“What strange words thou speakest! Wherein hath 
our daughter gone astray, and what foolishness hath 
she committed?” The prince answered: “She be- 
lieveth in Christ and hath renounced our gods.” “Let 
deities perish who have not created heaven and 
earth,” the princess retorted, “but let my daughter be 
counted worthy of the glory of Christ the King Who 
hath called her to life everlasting!” 

In his rage, the prince ordered the princess 
driven from the palace. One of the serving-girls 
brought news of this to Irene, and she went to her 
father. When the nobleman beheld his beloved 
daughter, he hung his head. But in his soul, his rage 
grew, fanned to fury by the demon. The holy Irene 
said to him: “Wherefore art thou so sad, my father? 
Thy principality is at peace, war doth not threaten 
thee. Behold, I, thy daughter, am come to thee: why 
is thy countenance so downcast?” Lycinius answered 
her: “It would have been better for me if I had never 
begotten thee. How assiduously did I care for thee, 
raising up that beautiful tower for thee! AndI placed 
in it idols of gold to protect thee, and tables and 
bowers of gold for adornment; and thou hast paid me 
back evil for good!” “Explain to me what evil I have 
done thee,” the holy Irene said to him. “Isit any small 
grief to me that my daughter acknowledgeth Christ 
as God and rejecteth my gods?” The saint answered: 
“My father, I have done nought that is foolish in 
believing in the true God and setting my hope on Him 
rather than in thine idols.” “Offer sacrifice to the 
gods, Penelope!” the prince cried in a loud voice. 
“Alter not my name, father: I am no longer called 
Penelope, but Irene, and this name was given me by 
the angel I beheld in my vision, and by the priest who 
baptized me,” the holy Irene said meekly to Lycinius. 
“Offer sacrifice to the gods, O thou who art not my 
child, but another’s!” Lycinius cried out again. “I will 
not offer sacrifice to them. It is they who are inciting 
thee to anger; because of them thou shalt be tor- 
mented in fire with the pagans!” 

Beside himself with rage, the prince ordered his 
daughter seized and cast beneath the hooves of wild 
stallions. When they were about to carry out his 


order, he came himself to witness her death. But the 
wildest of all the horses broke loose from his re- 
straints and cast himself at Lycinius; in the ensuing 
carnage, Lycinius’ right arm was wrenched from its 
socket and he was trampled to death; but the horse 
became tractable again and returned quietly to his 
place. The rest of the steeds deported themselves as 
meekly as lambs and did not touch the holy Irene. 
But the stallion which slew Lycinius cried out with a 
human voice, at the command of God, blessing the 
holy martyr thus: “Blessed art thou, O dove of Christ, 
who hast trampled the serpent underfoot! Glorious 
art thou on earth, and thou shalt be received into 
heaven with love. Yea, thou shalt join chorus with 
the righteous. Eternal light and the bridal-chamber 
of the immortal Bridegroom await thee, as thou art 
a wise and valiant maiden; and, though a woman by 
nature, thou shalt show the courage of a warrior!” 

When the fetters were removed from the holy 
Irene, she raised up her father from death by her 
prayer and healed his right arm. Seeing such a 
miracle, the prince and his princess, all their house- 
hold, and a multitude of the people believed on 
Christ, to the number of about three thousand souls. 

Lycinius then retired from the government of his 
principality so as to serve Christ the more freely, and 
he settled with his wife and those close to him in the 
same tower which he had once erected for his daugh- 
ter; but the holy Irene remained in the city, teaching 
the people the Christian Faith and bringing many to 
Christ God. And she lived in the house of her tutor 
Apelian. 

After Lycinius, the government of the city was 
taken up by another nobleman, by the name of 
Sedecius. Hearing of Irene, he summoned Apelian 
into his presence and asked him whether he had 
residing with him a maiden named Irene who was of 
the blood royal. Apelian replied to this in the af- 
firmative. Sedecius then asked him: “What knowest 
thou of her manner of life?” The elder answered him: 
“She liveth as doI and all who believe in the true God. 
Every day she fasteth until eventide, and then 
eateth some bread and drinketh a cup of water. She 
hath no bed, but resteth for a little while on the bare 
floor. Day and night she passeth her time in prayers 
to God and occupieth herself with the reading of 
divine books.” The prince marvelled to hear this, and 
he dispatched a high official of the city for Irene, 
ordering him to conduct the maiden to him with all 
honor. When she came to him, the holy Irene said: 
“Hail, O prince!” And Sedecius replied: “All hail to 
thee, wondrous maiden!” “Wherefore hast thou 
summoned me?” Irene asked him. “Let us be seated 
and converse calmly and lovingly,” was the 


nobleman’s answer. But the holy one said: “I shall 
fulfil the words of the Holy Scriptures, which say: I 
have not sat with the council of vanity, nor shall I go 
in with them that transgress the law [Ps. 25: 4].” “In 
what way are we transgressors?” asked Sedecius. 
The holy maiden replied: “Every pagan who doth not 
acknowledge the true God and worshippeth idols is 
a transgressor.” “Thou dost compel me to torture 
thee without pity, though I am loathe to do so, O 
daughter of the prince,” exclaimed Sedecius. 
“Wherefore dost thou waste time on vain conversa- 
tion?” the holy Irene replied to him courageously; 
“Commence thy tortures, for I am ready to undergo 
all manner of torment for my Christ!” “Leave off thy 
foolishness, maiden, and offer sacrifice to the gods!” 
But the saint answered, saying: “In vain dost thou 
trouble thyself, O ruler who art vexed by Satan! 
Know thou that I will not worship any demon, nor 
will I spare my flesh, for the sake of Christ my Lord!” 

Filled with anger, the prince took counsel with 
the eparch as to what manner of torment he should 
subject the holy one to. On the order of the tyrant, a 
deep pit was excavated and filled with serpents, 
reptiles and all manner of adders; and the holy 
maiden was cast into it. But she remained there in 
full health and unharmed throughout the course of 
ten days, for the angel of the Lord descended unto her 
in the pit and preserved her; and all the serpents who 
were in the pit expired. When Sedecius learned that 
the martyr remained alive in the pit, he was aston- 
ished and assumed that she had enchanted the 
serpents with the power of her sorcery and thus slain 
them. He ordered her taken from the pit and brought 
before him for interrogation. Seating himself on his 
tribunal, he said to her: “Offer sacrifice to the gods, 
who have taken pity on thee! Behold! they have slain 
the serpents and kept thee alive, that thou mayest 
acknowledge their power and mercy, and may wor- 
ship them.” But the saint answered him, saying: 
“Thou fool, who art deceived of Satan whom I des- 
pise! Have these idols of wood and stone ever slain 
any serpents? Thou thyself shalt soon be cast into 
the pit of the nethermost hades with the gods thou 
dost worship, and thou shalt wallow in the ‘outer 
darkness’ prepared for thee by Satan, where ‘there 
shall be weeping and gnashing of teeth’ [Mt. 25: 30].” 

Enraged, the prince summoned carpenters and 
commanded them to take their saw of iron and sever 
the holy maiden in half. Yet when they bound the 
saint to a tree and began to saw, the saw would not 
touch the virgin’s body, but became blunt, as though 
it had encountered a sharp stone. Finally, it broke in 
twain. Another saw was fetched, but that one also 
split in two, and the sawyers lost their footing, cut 


themselves on the shards of their broken saws and 
bled to death. At length, a third saw, the sharpest 
and strongest, was brought, and Sedecius gave the 
order that the maiden be sawn through her loins. 
They then bound her and placed her on the ground, 
weighting her breast down with a great stone, and 
began to saw through the holy body of the greatmar- 
tyr; and this time the saw touched her body, and 
blood flowed therefrom. Sedecius then said to the 
martyr, laughing: “Where is thy God? Let Him now 
come and help thee if He hath any power!” But no 
sooner did Sedecius utter these words, than light- 
ning suddenly flashed in the sky, a terrible thunder- 
clap sounded, and a whirlwind arose in the air. The 
henchmen who were sawing asunder the body of the 
holy martyr were struck senseless, the prince fled to 
his palace in fear, and the people ran from the square 
to their homes. A great rain fell in torrents, mighty 
hail-stones fell, and many of the torturers fell dead, 
struck down by the lightning, the thunder and the 
hail. But the angel of the Lord, descending from 
heaven, removed the stone from the holy martyr’s 
chest, healed her wounds and raised her up in full 
health. 

Eight thousand people, witnessing this miracle, 
came to believe in Christ. But the prince, incited by 
the devil, again ordered the holy one arrested and 
took counsel once more with the eparch as to how to 
bring about her demise. The tyrants devised for her 
the following torture: they bound her to a mill-wheel 
so that, as it revolved, it would crush her. But when 
they loosed the water beneath the wheel, the water 
stood still, as though turned to stone: not a drop of it 
would flow, and the holy one remained unharmed. 
The prince and his counsellors cried out: “O how 
great is the power of her witchcraft, which hath 
transformed the element of water into some other 
form of matter!” But the people, beholding this 
miracle, were moved to wrath against the ungodly 
prince, and, with a mighty cry of loathing and vexa- 
tion, they began to cast stones at him and drive him 
from the city. When he reached his homeland, he 
lived there for seven days and finally died of grief, 
anger and shame. 

After the death of Sedecius, his son, Sabacchus, 
desiring to avenge the disgrace of his father, as- 
sembled many soldiers, to the number of about one 
hundred thousand, and advanced with them to wage 
war on the city of Migdonia. The inhabitants of that 
city, learning of the approach of Prince Sabacchus, 
closed the gates of the city in fear and said to the holy 
Irene: “It is for thy sake that were shall perish!” But 
she commanded them not to fear the enemy and 
began to pray to God, saying: “O Thou Who once 


hearkened to Thy servant, the Prophet Elisha, hear 
Thou also my supplication, and invisibly strike down 
the men who are coming to destroy this city. Blind 
Thou our enemies, that they may know that Thou art 
the one true God!” And straightway, responding to 
her entreaty, the Lord struck the prince blind, and 
all the soldiers who accompanied him. Prince Sabac- 
chus understood that Irene had brought this blind- 
ness upon him and his army, and sent an emissary to 
her with the message: “I know now that the power of 
thy God is invincible, and I beseech thee to pray to 
thy God for me and my warriors, that we all recover 
our sight. Then, moved to pity, the saint offered up 
earnest supplication to the Master of all, and the 
prince and all with him recovered their sight. 

Then Sabacchus sent a herald to the city with 
words of peace: “Take me as your prince, as yehadmy 
father as prince before me; and I will forgive you the 
indignity ye inflicted upon my father.” The citizenry, 
seeing how great a royal army was assembled before 
them, concluded a treaty of peace with him, opened 
to him the gates of the city, paid him homage and 
acknowledged him as their ruler. But when Sabac- 
chus received his authority to rule, he, at the instiga- 
tion of the devil, was consumed with a great anger 
against the holy Irene and, summoning the saint, 
said to her: “I forgive the city its sin, but against thee 
am I filled with wrath, for thou hast roused sedition 
against my father, and thus they stoned him. But if 
thou desirest to receive forgiveness from me, do what 
I tell thee: offer sacrifice to the gods, and thou shalt 
be set at liberty.” The saint then upbraided the 
prince for his mindlessness and thus moved him to 
yet greater rage. 

Sabacchus ordered her cast into prison and took 
counsel with his nobles as to what sort of torture to 
put her to. Meanwhile, the holy one remained in her 
dungeon for seven days. There Christ appeared to 
her and said: “Fear not, My daughter, for Iam with 
thee, strengthening thee.” 

Sabbachus commanded that the martyr be 
brought out of prison and sharpiron nails driven into 
her heels; then, covering her shoulders with coarse 
sacking filled with sand, he ordered her ridden, as 
though she were a horse, to a certain place situated 
five stadia [about four and a half miles] from the city. 
The henchmen placed a bit and bridle in the mouth 
of the saint and rode her forth, as one rides horses, to 
the place of slaughter. The holy one, thus abased, 
addressed herself to God, saying: “Truly ‘I became as 
a beast before Thee,’ O Lord; ‘and I am ever with 
Thee. Thou hast held me by my right hand, and by 
Thy counsel Thou hast guided me, and with glory 
hast Thou taken me to Thyself” [Ps. 72: 22-24]. 


Glancing to her right, the holy one beheld the angels 
of the Lord accompanying her on the way, and she 
rejoiced in spirit. When the torturers arrived at the 
appointed place, they turned back toward the city, 
dragging the holy martyr by the bridle with mockery. 
Many of the people followed after them, and the saint 
beheld before her an angel who was striking the 
ground with a rod ofiron; and she thought to herself: 
“the enemies of God shall perish.” 

When they arrived at the place where the angel 
stood, the earth suddenly split asunder and de- 
voured the henchmen of the torturers who were 
dragging the martyr along. The holy one felt her 
bonds fall away and invisible hands remove the 
sacking from her shoulders, the iron nails fell from 
her feet, andshe rose up, her feet restored, glorifying 
God. When the prince learned of this, he said: “The 
gods split the earth asunder and dragged my ser- 
vants down under the earth because of this witch!” 
But others exclaimed to him, saying: “The living God 
is with the holy martyr Irene!” But some hurled 
words of abuse at the holy maiden. Then the angel 
who had split the earth asunder struck down many 
of the unbelievers with sudden death, to the number 
of ten thousand of them; but those of the pagans who 
were untouched cried: “O God of Irene, spare us, for 
we believe in Thee and flee unto Thee!” And at that 
time truly thirteen thousand people believed on 
Christ. Yet Prince Sabacchus did not believe, where- 
fore the angel of God struck him dead. 

The holy Irene continued to preach the name of 
Christ in the city and worked many miracles by the 
power of Christ. She not only healed the sick, 
cleansed the lepers and expelled evil spirits, but 
raised up a young man from the dead, whose loss was 
bitterly lamented by his parents, and converted to 
Christ as many as ten thousand souls. 

At that time, according to God’s providence, 
there arrived in the city the holy Timothy, who had 
baptized the saintly Irene. Having greeted him with 
joy, the holy Irene, accompanied by him and the rest 
of the people who had come to believe in Christ, went 
to the tower where her father and mother dwelt, 
serving God in silence; and there all who believed in 
Christ received holy baptism. 

Saint Irene abode in the city of Migdonia for three 
years, teaching the people and making them stead- 
fastin the Christian Faith. Then she went to another 
city, Callipolis, where Numerian, a kinsman of Sede- 
cius and Sabacchus, the persecutors of Irene, ruled. 
When the saint entered the city, the pagans were 
celebrating an ungodly festival in honor of the god- 
dess Artemis, and the ruler was offering sacrifice to 
the idols. The holy Irene stood before him, de- 


nounced him for his impiety, and confessed Christ to 
be the true God. The prince said to his grandees: 
“This maiden is like her father Lycinius in counte- 
nance and stature, but foolish children are a misfor- 
tune to their parents. As I have heard, she caused 
the death of my brother, Sedecius, and his son, 
Sabacchus, and she likewise slew by means of sor- 
cery. Truly this maiden is the bane of kings!” Then 
Numerian said to Irene: “What sayest thou, witch? 
Wilt thou offer sacrifice to the gods, or wilt thou 
remain in thy vile error?” The holy one, making the 
sign of the Cross over herself, replied: “I will offer the 
sacrifice of praise to God Most High, but to thine 
inanimate idols I will not offer sacrifice. And as 
regardeth the princes thy kinsmen, know thou that 
it was not I, but my God, Who hath dominion over the 
life and death of each man, who commanded them to 
die. Fear, therefore, my God, for there remain but a 
few days for thee to live, and thine end shall soon 
overtake thee.” 

When he heard this, Numerian was filled with 
rage: he gnashed his teeth and roared like a lion, and 
commanded his servants to heat three brazen bulls 
until they were red-hot, minded that if the saint 
overcame the power of the fire in one, she could be 
cast into the second; and if she vanquished the fire in 
the second, she could be cast into the third. And thus 
was it done. When the brazen bulls were heated like 
red-hot embers, they cast the saint into the first of 
them. There she began to pray aloud: “O Lord, come 
quickly to help me who am suffering for Thy holy 
name!” The angel of the Lord appeared to her. 
Admonishing her not to fear the torments, he re- 
buked the flame of the fire. The people murmured 
against Numerian, saying: “In vain dost thou seek to 
destroy this maiden who is in the flower of her 
youth!” When the bronze melted away, they found 
the saint alive and healthy, not in the least harmed 
by the fire; and the prince said to those around him: 
“Did I not warn thee that this woman is a witch? See 
how she quenched the fire! Cast her into the second 
bull!” Thus, the saint was cast into the second bull 
of bronze; and when this also melted away, she was 
cast into the third. This third bull, at the command 
of our almighty and omnipotent God, moved from its 
place as though it were alive and walked a quarter 
mile away; then, returning, it fell over, and the holy 
martyr emerged from it unharmed. Seeing this 
miracle, the people cried aloud: “Great art Thou, O 
God of Irene! Have mercy on us in Thy great mercy! 
Thou art our God, Who art mighty and powerful, and 
workest wondrous and all-glorious miracles!” And 
as many as one hundred thousand of the people came 
to believe in Christ. But Prince Numerian not only 


remained in his unbelief, but even blasphemed God 
Most High, for which, invisibly struck down by the 
angel of God, he fell mortally ill. Dying, he com- 
manded his eparch, Babodanus, to subject Irene to 
divers tortures and then to put her to death in the 
cruellest possible way. 

When the ungodly Prince Numerian died, the 
holy Irene, sojourning in the city, continued to teach 
the people the faith in Christ the Lord and healed all 
manner of their ailments. And the priest Timothy, 
who came there for a time, baptized those who 
professed the Christian Faith. 

The eparch, seeing that all the people sympa- 
thized with the holy Irene, was afraid to subject her 
to tortures in that city, fearing to incite murmuring 
and sedition among the people. He therefore re- 
paired to another city, Constantinus, and ordered 
his soldiers to bring the saint thither. When he 
arrived in that city, he seated himself in his tribunal 
and said to the saint: “Knowest thou that I have been 
given power over thee? Come, then, to our gods and 
offer them sacrifice. If thou wilt not, I shall give thee 
over to cruel tortures.” But the saint answered him, 
saying: “Hear mine answer, O eparch! Give me over 
to as many torments as thou canst devise, and thou 
shalt see the power of God!” The eparch then ordered 
an iron grille brought in and, placing the martyr on 
this grille, he commanded that she be fixed to it with 
chains of iron. Then, having fuel set beneath the 
grille, he gave the order for it to be kindled. A mighty 
fire arose and, on the eparch’s orders, oil, tallow and 
molten lead were poured out upon the martyr’s body. 
Thus they tortured the saint for several hours. The 
grille and the iron chains grew red-hot, yet the saint 
remained unharmed. Indeed, she chanted, glorify- 
ing God, and it was as though she was moistened by 
acool dew. Finally, the iron chains fell from her, and 
she arose in full health, completely unharmed. 
Seeing this, the eparch and his counsellors were 
greatly amazed, and, falling at the feet of the saint, 
he said to her: “O handmaid of the true God! I 
beseech thee not to destroy me as thou didst destroy 
our princes, for I also believe in the Son of God and 
desire to be a Christian!” Thus did the Eparch 
Babodanus come to believe, and with him a multi- 
tude of people. The angel of God led the priest 
Timothy to that city, and all who believed in Christ 
were baptized by him. 

Having abode in that city for fifty days, the holy 
Irene departed from thence and was arrested by the 
soldiers of Prince Saborius, who lived in the Thra- 
cian city of Mesembria. She was brought before him 
because that prince had had report of her and had 
long desired to lay hands upon her. Seeing the saint, 


he was filled with rage and had her executed by the 
sword and buried outside the city. Afterwards, 
Saborius said for all to hear: “Strange rumors are 
heard of this witch, for by her spells she slew princes. 
Why, therefore, was she unable to slay me, but I slew 
her? Where then is Christ, her helper? Wherefore 
did He not deliver her from my hands?” Thus the 
unbelieving ruler mocked the power of Christ and 
boasted that he had vanquished Irene. Yet what is 
impossible for the almighty power of God? Could not 
He, Who, at the time of His voluntary death, resur- 
rected many of the bodies of the dead saints, so that, 
departing from their tombs after His resurrection, 
they entered into the Holy City and appeared unto 
many, resurrect this saint from the dead, so that she 
might enter Mesembria and appear to the prince? 
Truly mighty is Christ our God in heaven and on 
earth, and He doeth all that He desireth! He sent His 
angel and raised up the holy Irene alive from the 
grave; and the angel of the Lord said to her: “Al- 
though thou hast already finished the struggle of thy 
suffering and oughtest to receive rest, for thou art 
worthy of blessedness in the heavens, yet, that the 
ungodly and iniquitous might not exalt themselves 
again and boast that they have overcome the power 
of our God, go thou into the city, that all the impious 
may see thee alive and be ashamed, knowing that 
our Godis omnipotent. Thou shalt receive no further 
torment at the hands of anyone.” 

The holy one then entered the city of Mesembria, 
holding a branch of an olive-tree in her hand. When 
the inhabitants saw her, their hearts were filled with 
a great awe, and they were greatly astonished. All 
the people surrounded the saint and cried out with 
loud voices: “Wondrous is the God of Irene! There is 
no other God than Him!” 

The prince of the city was informed that Irene 
had risen from the dead. When he heard this, he was 
sore afraid and, seeing the saint, fell at her feet, 
saying: “Now have I understood that thy God is 
great! I entreat thee to remain in our city and make 
us Christians!” The saint remained with them for 
the space of a week, teaching them the Holy Faith; 
and all the inhabitants of that city believed in Christ. 
The blessed priest Timothy, arriving there at the 
command of God, baptized the prince and all the 
other people. 

From thence the holy Irene returned to her 
homeland, the city of Migdonia, where her father had 
died at about this time. And she wept for his death, 
praying to God for him. She remained with her 
mother for a time, and then was upborne upon a 
cloud and transported to Ephesus, where she went 
about the city, preaching the name of Christ like the 


apostles, working many miracles and healing divers 
ailments. And by her preaching, the holy Irene 
converted many of the heathen from idolatry to the 
Christian Faith. 

When a certain time had passed, there arrived in 
Ephesus the elder Apelian, who was once Irene’s 
tutor; he had been sent by God to her. Seeing him, 
the saint rejoiced greatly. Several days later, she 
said to the people: “Rejoice, brethren! The peace of 
the Lord Jesus Christ be with you! Be of good cheer, 
rejoicing in our Lord, and stand fast in the Faith. I 
am departing from you and thank you for receiving 
me, asojourner. Know ye that everyone who receiv- 
eth strangers becometh a friend of the God of 
heaven.” The Ephesians, hearing her words, began 
to ask one another: “Whither goeth our teacher?” 
And others said: “Doth she wish to die?” And yet 
others exclaimed: “She is worthy of God! She shall be 
taken up from our eyes, for we are sinful!” On the 
following day, the holy Irene, taking with her the 
elder Apelius and six pious men, went with them 
outside the city and, finding a new, empty tomb ina 
cliff of stone, in which none of the dead had ever been 
deposited, she entered that tomb and said to Apelius 
and the others: “Cover me with astone, and let noone 
uncover me before four days have passed.” Then she 
bade a final farewell to Apelius and her other com- 
panions. Finally, making the sign of the Cross over 
herself, she lay down in the tomb. The men rolled a 
heavy stone over the tomb and returned to the city. 
On the fourth day, Apelius and the other men went 


to the tomb, but, finding that the body of the saint 
was not therein, they concluded that Christ had 
called her to paradise. They then returned to the city 
to inform the faithful of what had transpired. Many 
gathered at the tomb, and, seeing that it was empty, 
marvelled greatly and glorified God with fear. 

Thus ended the sufferings of the holy virgin 
Irene; such were the struggles of this virgin bride of 
Christ. She confessed her faith in Christ, first before 
her father Lycinius, then before Sedecius and his 
son, Sabacchus, and finally before Numerian, the 
eparch Babodanus, and Saborius. The cities in 
which she suffered were the following: Migdonia, her 
native city, Callipolis, and Constantine and Mesem- 
bria in Thrace. She reposed in the Lord in the city of 
Ephesus, on the 5th day of the month of May. And 
having departed to Christ, she entreats Him in 
behalf of the whole world. The account of her 
struggles and sufferings was set down in writing by 
the elder Apelius, to the glory of the Father, the Son 
and the Holy Spirit, the one God Who is glorified in 
Trinity, to Whom is due honor and worship from all 
creation, now and ever, and unto the ages of ages. 
Amen. 


Translated from the Russian by the reader Isaac E. Lam- 
bertsen, from The Lives of the Saints in the Russian 
Language, As Set Forth in the Menology of Saint Dimitri 
of Rostov, Vol. X [May] (Moscow: Synodal Press, 1908), pp. 
187-205. Copyright © 1989. All rights reserved by the 
translator. 


HELP Bui_p A TEMPLE TO THE Lorp! 


St. Benedict Russian Orthodox Parish was organized in 
1983 with the blessing of Vladyka Alypy. Services were held 
in borrowed locations until 1985, when a regular chapel was 
established in rented quarters in a local shopping mall, and 
approximately one 
acre of ground was 
purchased for a future 
temple. The ground :/ 
was paid for during - 
the next year, and Wea: 
funds began to be set 
aside for construction 
of the building. 

Construction be- 
gan in late April 1989, 


and has progressed until men Tt was necessary to halt 


construction of the partially-completed building because our 
cash reserve was exhausted, and the savings & loan institu- 
tion which had agreed to finance our completion was de- 
clared insolvent by the federal government and closed. We 


have not been able to obtain alternative financing because of 
the conservative practices now common among Oklahoma 
lenders. | 

} 


At this time our community 
numbers slightly less than fifty 
members — Russian-Ameri- 
cans, other ethnic Orthodox, 
3 and converts — who have con- 
4 tributed sufficiently to bring 
this project this far. We pray 
that the faithful of the Russian 
@ Orthodox Church will remem- 
m ber our struggling community 

fam in their prayers, and if possible 

4 also make a financial contribu- 

tion toward the coripeaes of the temple. All who do so will 

of course be inscribed in the parish diptychs, and be perpetu- 

ally remembered at every service as we pray “...for the 

founders of this holy temple.” Tax-deductible contributions 
may be sent to: 


St. Benedict Russian Orthodox Church 
11921 Blue Moon Avenue aia City, OK 73162 


THE LIFE OF OUR VENERABLE FATHER THEOPHANES THE CONFESSOR, 
ABBOT OF SIGRIANA 


Wuose Memory THE Hoty CHURCH CELEBRATES ON THE 12TH OF MARCH 


The venerable Theophanes was born in Con- 
stantinople, the son of pious parents, Isaac and 
Theodota. Isaac was a kinsman of the Emperor Leo 
the Isaurian [reigned 717-741] and his son, the 
Emperor Constantine V Copronymus [reigned 741- 
775]. For this reason the holy one was also referred 
to as “the Isaurian”, because he was of the same 
lineage as the emperors, and his family originated in 
Isauria as well. He held high office in the imperial 
palace and was a military commander during the 
reign of Copronymus. 

In those days, the heresy oficonoclasm arose, and 
the Orthodox were subjected to a mighty persecu- 
tion. 

The pious Isaac and his wife, Theodota, were 
staunch adherents of the Orthodox doctrine and 
were counted worthy to be the parents of a son who 
would soon shine forth like a beam of light in the 
Church of Christ. They named their child Theo- 
phanes, a name which means “revealed by God.” He 
received this name because, to begin with, he was 
born on the feast of the Lord’s Theophany, but most 
of all because, in accordance with God’s providence, 
it was revealed that the Lord had chosen him from 
his mother’s womb, as once He had the Prophet 
Jeremiah, and consecrated him as a great luminary 
of His Church. As Anastasius the Librarian bears 
witness, they once called him by his father’s name, 
Isaac, but that was prior to his tonsure into the 
monastic life, for which he yearned from his earliest 
youth, as we will see from this account of his life. 

After the birth of the blessed and divinely-re- 
vealed Theophanes, his father, Isaac, lived on for 
three more years and then passed on to everlasting 
life. When he lay dying, he penned his last will and 
testament, in which he entrusted his three-year old 
son and the boy’s mother to the care and protection 
of the Emperor Constantine Copronymus himself, 
who was his kinsman. 

Studying the divine Scriptures and perfecting 
himself in the virtuous life, with the passage of the 
years the youth began to give evidence of an extraor- 
dinary intelligence. When Theophanes was twelve, 
one of the senators desired to betroth him to his ten- 
year old daughter, for the young man was comely of 
appearance, very intelligent, wealthy and related by 
blood to the emperor. Theodota, Theophanes’ 
mother, readily assented to this match; but since no 
decision in the matter could be made without the 
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permission of the emperor, the senator addressed an 
urgent petition to the sovereign, seeking to effect a 
connection with the imperial house through the 
marriage of his daughter with the emperor’s kins- 
man. When the emperor agreed to this, the betrothal 
of the children was performed as a preliminary toa 
full wedding, but the mystery of crowning was de- 
ferred until the betrothed reached the full canonical 
age. 

The emperor then died and was succeeded on the 
throne by his son, the Emperor Leo IV, surnamed 
“the Khazar” [reigned 775-780] because of the na- 
tionality of his mother, for she was the daughter of 
the Khan of the Khazars. Her pagan name, indeed, 
was Khazara, but when she received Christian bap- 
tism, she was given the name Irene. 

Several years afterward, Theodota, the mother of 
Theophanes, reposed, departing this life before her 
son’s marriage could take place; and she bequeathed 
to him a great fortune. 

In the house of Theophanes there lived a certain 
God-fearing and chaste slave, whom Theophanes 
loved for his virtuous life and considered more his 
principal adviser than his bondsman. Inspired by 
his private, spiritually profitable conversations with 
him, and instructed even more by the all- 
accomplishing Holy Spirit, Theophanes came to love 
chastity, thinking only of one thing: how to preserve 
his virginal purity unsullied; and, conceiving a burn- 
ing desire for monasticism, he began to distribute all 
his wealth among the poor and needy. 

Learning of this, Theophanes’ father-in-law, 
contrary to the young man’s wishes, tried to bring 
forward the date of the marriage, the more so since 
both bridegroom and bride had reached a suitable 
age to wed. When the day appointed for the wedding 
ceremony arrived and, following custom, the godly 
youth Theophanes went in to the marriage banquet, 
he raised his mind up to God and prayed secretly in 
his heart that the Lord, by His grace, might preserve 
him in pure virginity. And so, when the youth and 
his bride were in their wedding chamber, and he lay 
down on the bed, he sighed from the depths of his 
heart and disclosed to his wife the thought which he 
harbored within him, saying: “Beloved, dost thou not 
know that the time of this our life is short and its end 
is not known; but implacable judgment awaiteth 
those who, dissipating their life in pleasures and 
riches, continually anger the Lord? And even though 


matrimony was instituted by God Himself, yet do the 
worldly cares which inevitably attend marital life 
separate man’s mind from the Lord: they render 
men’s pious thoughts of no effect and prevent us from 
gazing upon the life whichis to come with the radiant 
eyes of the soul. We know that Lazarus, because of 
his temporal suffering, was borne away to the bosom 
of Abraham by angels, while the rich man, who had 
lived his life in plenty, was cast into hades and could 
not obtain even a drop of water to slake his thirst [Lk. 
16: 24]. Let us hear also of the blessedness of the 
Gospels which hath been prepared in the heavens 
[Mt. ch. 5]. To whom have they been promised? Not 
to the rich who live in the gladness of this world and 
in all prosperity, but to the poor who weep, hunger, 
thirst, for those who endure persecution and oppres- 
sion for the sake of Christ. I say in brief: the straight 
and narrow way leadeth to everlasting life, and the 
wide gate and spacious path lead to Gehenna [Mt. 7: 
13-14]. We also know that he who liveth in luxury 
and vain comforts in this age must needs undergo 
tribulation and bitterness in the age to come. It will 
not be otherwise. Wherefore, my beloved bride, if 
thou desirest, let us keep ourselves from the carnal 
union of spouses, and with oneness of mind let us 
abide in pure virginity. Let us now live for a time 
together, as though in fleshly matrimony, for the 
sake of thy stern father, but let us in reality be like 
brother and sister to one another, though we remain 
under the guise of husband and wife. And later, 
when the Lord will provide us with a convenient 
opportunity, let us enter the monastic life—I in a 
monastery, thou in a convent. There let us dedicate 
our whole life to the Lord, that in the age to come we 
may be vouchsafed the portion of His holy favorites.” 

The holy bride of Theophanes, receiving this 
goodly seed like fertile earth, replied to the blessed 
one with heartfelt joy: “O my beloved master, I know 
the words of our Savior, Who saith in the Gospels: ‘Tf 
any man come to Me, and hate not his father, and 
mother, and wife, and children, and brethren, and 
sisters, and taketh not his cross and followeth after 
Me, is not worthy of Me’ [Lk. 14: 26; Mt. 10: 37-38]. 
Therefore, let us make ourselves worthy followers of 
our Lord, and, if thou desirest, let us forsake all that 
is vainglorious. If thou agreest, so do I; if this 
pleaseth thee, it is likewise pleasing to me; and if 
thou dost wish to remain in virginity, then I desire it 
too. And let us present ourselves as unblemished 
offerings to the heavenly Bridegroom, preserving in 
purity not only our souls, but our bodies as well. 
What willit profit us if, living this short lifein vanity, 
we deprive ourselves of everlasting blessings? And 
if we were to have children, we would be weighed 
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down with yet greater burdens, caring day and night 
for their upbringing and their future, thus falling 
into many of the divers snares of this world. When 
the hour of death arriveth for us, all unexpected, 
whither we shall then go—to paradise or to Ge- 
henna? We do not know now. Therefore, let us live 
in purity, secretly preserving our virginity until the 
Lord count us worthy to receive the monastic habit.” 

Hearing these words from his chaste bride, the 
blessed youth marvelled at her prudence and, falling 
to the ground, he rendered thanks unto God Who had 
instructed the maiden by His Holy Spirit to reach 
this decision, which was in complete accord with his 
own intention. And they spent all night in supplica- 
tion, praying for help from on high, that the way of 
life they were beginning might be brought to comple- 
tion. When the dawn came, they fell asleep for a 
short time, and both dreamt the selfsame dream: a 
certain youth whose face shone with light appeared 
to them in a vision, and, smiling, he spoke to them 
kindly, saying: “The Lord hath accepted your inten- 
tion and hath sent me to bless you to the life ye have 
agree to lead, that ye may stand before Him holy and 
undefiled.” And having said these things, he made 
the sign of the Cross over their bodies and vanished 
from their sight. Awakening from sleep, they re- 
counted to each other their identical dreams. Then 
did they sense the ineffable sweet fragrance which 
accompanied the angel, and they were amazed. And, 
falling down before the Lord, they offered up to him 
heartfelt praise. This same heavenly fragrance was 
experienced by many over a long period of time, not 
only in their chamber, but all throughout the house. 
The spouses lived together like angels in the flesh, 
afire before the Lord in the flame of divine love, like 
two candlestands, like two olive-trees exuding the oil 
of compassion, for every day they gave out countless 
alms, distributing all their substance to the poor in 
their loving-kindness. 

Some little time passed, and the father-in-law of 
Theophanes learned that his son-in-law and daugh- 
ter were living in virginity and giving away all their 
wealth to the poor, and he was greatly grieved. And 
he went to the emperor and told him of this, com- 
plaining against his son-in-law, crying: “Woe is me, 
the unfortunate one! Woe to my wretched old age 
because of my useless son-in-law! He is squandering 
his wealth senselessly, and is unjustly ruining my 
young daughter, refusing to live with her as husband 
and wife! I despair of the consolation of grandchil- 
dren! Why, then, did he take her to himself? Where- 
fore did he not, before the wedding, break the vows of 
betrothal and refuse her, that she, being so young, 
might not be led into such misfortune, and my old age 


might not be subjected to yet greater grief? My grief 
is twofold: I complain for my daughter who, though 
married, hath no husband and cannot become a 
mother, and also because of the squandered wealth, 
for Theophanes hath not only given away his own 
property, but no small portion of my daughter’s 
dowry.” And he besought the emperor to chastise his 
son-in-law and admonish him to live in lawful mat- 
rimony and not to waste his substance in vain. 

Filled with anger, the sovereign summoned the 
blessed Theophanes into his presence and, fixing his 
gaze upon him wrathfully, began to upbraid him, 
commanding him to alter his way of life. If he 
refused, he would be blinded and sent into exile. But 
the God-pleasing youth paid no heed to the emperor’s 
threats and did not abandon the life of pure virginity 
which he and his wife had so beautifully begun, for he 
strove rather to earn the mercy of the King of heaven 
than that of any earthly king. 

Soon after this, Theophanes was ordered by the 
emperor to leave for the parts of Cyzicus on govern- 
mental business. This journey was purposely de- 
vised by his father-in-law so that, on the one hand, 
Theophanes might, amid his care for the matters 
entrusted to him by the emperor, allow his custom- 
ary feats of prayer, fasting and abstinence to fall into 
abeyance; and on the other hand, that he might cease 
to give away his riches, of which his father-in-law 
had become the guardian. When Theophanes, fulfill- 
ing the emperor’s command, set out for Cyzicus, his 
wife was also ordered by the emperor and her father 
to accompany him, for her father could not bear the 
thought that his daughter be separated from her 
husband even for ashort time. Now it happened that 
they had to cross the river formerly known as 
Rhindarkos, but later known among the people as 
the Great River, which divided the provinces of 
Olympus and Sigriana. The blessed Theophanes 
wished to row across the river, even though it was 
possible to cross over at a ford, but in view of a 
physical indisposition which afflicted him at that 
time, he preferred to pass over the river by boat than 
to use the easier way. All of this was in accordance 
with God’s providence. And, sending his friends and 
servants across with the horses and chariots, he 
entered a boat with his blessed spouse and several 
servants. As he was rowed across the river, Theo- 
phanes fell in love with the beautiful mountains, 
hills and wilderness of Sigriana, and his spirit 
burned to live the life of inner stillness therein. He 
espied in a certain place between the mountains a 
wide valley in which a dense forest grew, and the site 
pleased him greatly. When they disembarked on the 
river-bank to spend the night, Theophanes ordered 
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everyone else to remain by the boat while he walked 
about the deserted region, his heart filled with 
compunction. Stopping at a place deep within the 
dense forest, he began to pray fervently to God, and, 
lifting up his hands toward heaven, with tears in his 
eyes, he said: “Cause me to know, O Lord, the way 
wherein I should walk” [Ps. 142: 8]. 

Seized by a great desire for the life of a desert- 
dweller and resolved to forsake all other things 
without delay, Theophanes hid himself in that wil- 
derness. Having exhausted himselfin prayer, he lay 
down to rest and beheld the same radiant angel who 
had once appeared to him and his bride in their 
bridal chamber. This denizen of heaven, pointing to 
the wilderness, said to Theophanes: “It is fitting that 
thou make thine abode in this place, but wait a little 
while until those who obstruct thy path are removed 
from the land of the living. They will soon be taken 
from hence, and then thou wilt be able to go whith- 
ersoever thou desirest.” 

After this vision, the holy Theophanes was filled 
with joy. Returning in gladness to the boats, he 
continued his journey. Taking note of the monaster- 
ies and solitaries’ huts which were to be found in the 
mountains of Sigriana, he visited them, making the 
rounds of them with his pious wife. In those places 
he encountered a certain clairvoyant elder by the 
name of Gregory, whose surname was Strategius, 
who lived in a place called Polychorium. The blessed 
Theophanes disclosed to this elder his intention and 
desire, and from him heard what the angel who had 
appeared to him before had said. The elder, who 
because of his angelic life had been counted worthy 
by God of the gift of foreknowledge, said to Theo- 
phanes: “Wait a little while, goodly youth, and soon 
the emperor and thy father-in-law will be removed 
from the face of the earth, and thou, being at liberty, 
shalt fulfill thy good intention.” And to Theophanes’ 
virtuous wife the holy elder spake quietly in her ear, 
saying that her beloved brother Theophanes would 
receive, in due time, the crown of martyrdom. 

After this, the holy Theophanes continued on to 
Cyzicus and carried out what the emperor had or- 
dered with regard to the government of the people. 
While resident there, he often went with his servants 
to the nearby mountains of Sigriana, where he vis- 
ited the holy fathers. And as he asked their blessings 
and prayers, he edified also his soul by listening to 
their divinely inspired discourses. He went most 
frequently to the clairvoyant Gregory Strategius, 
and to Christopher, the abbot of the monastery 
known as the Little Farm. One day, when Theo- 
phanes was travelling through the mountains of 
Sigriana to visit the desert-dwellers there, he was 


delayed in a certain place for a time. In that season 
the sun beat down with great intensity, for it was the 
time of harvest, and Theophanes and all who were 
with him were tormented with a great thirst. But the 
area was wild and devoid of springs. When the day 
inclined toward evening, they lay down to rest for the 
night. By that time, however, they and their beasts 
were consumed by thirst. The blessed Theophanes, 
having prayed for a time, sat down at the base ofa hill 
to rest a little and to blunt his thirst with sleep. And, 
lo! he no sooner dozed off than suddenly a spring of 
living water issued forth from beneath his head and 
soaked him. Thus the Lord, Who once had caused 
water to pour forth from a rock for the thankless 
Jewish people, did not ignore His servant. All the 
more was He well pleased to do this for His grateful 
servant in time ofsuch need. The saint, awakened by 
the unexpected noise of the water which was splash- 
ing him, straightway rose from his place and called 
all his companions. And everyone, assembling, 
marvelled at this timely miracle and glorified God. 
And all not only quenched their own thirst, but 
watered their beasts of burden as well. When they 
arose on the following day, the spring had disap- 
peared: the place where it had been was dry, and 
there was no trace of water therein. They were 
especially astonished by this and glorified the won- 
drous power of God, that the Lord had called forth a 
spring of water during their time of thirst and in a 
country totally devoid of water, but when there was 
no longer any need for water, He caused it to dry up, 
manifestly showing that in each place the Lord is 
ready to grant all that is necessary to any who seeks 
first the kingdom of God and His righteousness 
[cf. Mt. 6: 33]. 

After this, Theophanes spent some time in 
Cyzicus and, having suitably fulfilled all that he had 
been ordered to do by the emperor, he returned to 
Constantinople. 

Then what was foretold by the angel of God and 
prophesied by the venerable Gregory came to pass: 
Emperor Leo the Khazar, the son of Copronymus and 
grandson of Leo the Isaurian, died; and the father-in- 
law of Theophanes died also; and he and his wife 
were free. Without delay, as they desired, they 
distributed all their wealth and all their property 
andestates. Then Theophanes had his wife tonsured 
in one of the convents in Bithynia, richly endowing 
that community for her support: she received the 
new name Irene when she entered the monastic life. 
As a nun Irene pleased God and wrought many 
miracles, receiving from God the gift of healing 
sicknesses and expelling demons. Record of her 
miracles was subsequently made by Saint 
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Methodius, Patriarch of Constantinople, who was 
the author of her life as well as that of her husband. 

After the maiden Irene, the blessed spouse of 
Theophanes, received the tonsure, the holy one gave 
to the poor the remnants of his property and, retain- 
ing only a little money, betook himself to the afore- 
mentioned clairvoyant Gregory Strategius, at whose 
hands he received the monastic tonsure. With his 
remaining money, the holy one built the elder a 
monastery and dwelt therein for a long time, perfect- 
ing himself in monastic struggles. Later, on the 
advice of that elder, the holy Theophanes went to the 
island of Kalomios in the Sea of Marmara. On that 
island Theophanes possessed a little farm which had 
belonged to his parents, which he had not found 
occasion to sell for the benefit of the poor. There he 
built a monastery to which all the brethren from 
Saint Theodore’s Monastery of Monocherarius 
transferred; for them he summoned and installed a 
right pious and experienced man to serve as their 
abbot. But Theophanes enclosed himself in his cell 
and occupied himself with the copying of books, for 
he was a scribe of high skill. These books he sold, 
using the money he earned in this fashion to sustain 
not only himself, but others as well. 

When several years passed, the abbot of that 
monastery reposed, and the brethren began to im- 
portune the venerable Theophanes to agree to be 
their abbot. But the saint would not assent to this 
and withdrew again to the mountains of Sigriana. 
Mindful of the wilderness in which he had been 
counted worthy to behold the vision of the angel 
when he was journeying to Cyzicus, Theophanes 
went there and began to live in that deserted place, 
pleasing God. Soon, the venerable one had popu- 
lated the wilderness with God-pleasing desert- 
dwellers, for many began to come to him and settle 
round about him, so that soon there was need for a 
monastery to be built. 

In that wilderness there was a place which be- 
longed toa certain farmer. This place was called the 
Great Farm. The holy Theophanes contacted his 
friends and borrowed money from them to buy that 
place so that a monastery could be erected on it, with 
the help of the Lord, Who doeth all that is necessary 
for us in accordance with His divine providence. 
Soon, the venerable one repaid the borrowed money, 
and in his monastery the brethren who had gathered 
around him had all they needed for their sustenance. 

The holy one was not able to decline the rank of 
abbot in this community, for all the desert-dwellers 
implored him to take it upon himself, so that he could 
not refuse. While he was abbot, Theophanes was 
such a leader as Christ commands all to be in the 


Gospel: “Whosoever will be great among you, let him 
be your minister, and whosoever will be chief among 
you, let him be your servant” [Mt. 20: 26-27]. The 
venerable Abbot Theophanes worked with his own 
hands, serving all, for the Lord then imparted great 
strength of body to him, and in each of the 
monastery’s labors he took part more than all others 
and was for all an example of the life of virtue and 
industriousness. 

At that time, during the reign of Constantine, the 
son of Leo and grandson of Copronymus, while his 
mother, the pious Empress Irene, was regent of the 
Empire, and the most holy Tarasius was Patriarch of 
Constantinople, the Seventh Cicumenical Council 
was convened in Nicea. At this Council, the Holy 
Church anathematized the heresy of iconoclasm, 
and the reverent veneration of the holy icons was 
restored. To this Council the venerable Theophanes, 
the Abbot of the Great Farm in Sigriana, was also 
summoned. In confirming the true Orthodox Faith 
at the Council, Theophanes, like the other holy 
fathers, shone forth like a radiant star. His presence 
at the Council was beneficial for many; for where 
many had beautiful robes, chariots and horses, he 
travelled on a broken-down donkey, in threadbare 
garments and mended footwear. All who knew his 
former way of life—when he was rich, famous and 
close to the throne, and was a member of the privy 
council of the realm—were humbled, seeing him in 
such humility and poverty; and all learned that for 
the Lord’s sake it is possible to humble and impover- 
ish oneself and to consider everything in the world as 
of no account. 

After the conclusion of the holy Council, the 
venerable one returned to his monastery, bearing 
with him the pious dogmas of the Holy Faith, which 
were confirmed at that Gicumenical Council, as the 
highest adornment of his holy community. There 
Theophanes continued to struggle in his usual feats 
of asceticism, enlightening with the example of his 
virtuous life not only his own monastery, but the 
whole surrounding region; and word of him spread 
everywhere, and all glorified the heavenly Father for 
his sake. For his pious life God bestowed upon him 
the grace to work miracles: he healed illnesses and 
drove the demons from the possessed. One day, 
when the venerable one was asleep, a demon decided 
to attack him. Taking the form of a savage wild boar, 
he began to gnaw on the saint’s thumb, so that it 
became very painful. Awakening straightway from 
sleep, Theophanes noticed upon his thumb the 
marks of his enemy’s teeth: the demon had wished to 
rend the member from the saint’s hand entirely, and 
the wound caused the holy one terrible pain. But, 
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taking myrrh from the life-creating Tree of the 
Cross, which he kept nearby, he anointed the sore 
thumb with it, and it was immediately healed. 
Thenceforth, receiving authority over the demons, 
Theophanes began by his word alone to expel them 
from the possessed who were brought to him. 

To the travellers and the poor who came to his 
monastery he gave bread and other food in abun- 
dance, just as the Prophet Elijah had done with the 
measure of flour given him by the woman at whose 
home he lived. It happened that the cellarer began 
to murmur against the saint for giving bread to the 
poor, while there was scarcely enough for those who 
lived in the monastery. Then the venerable Theo- 
phanes commanded him to measure and weigh all 
that remained in the storehouse, and it transpired 
that there had been no diminution of the supply. All 
the brethren glorified God for this, and the complain- 
ing cellarer, falling on his knees, begged the holy 
one’s forgiveness. 

When he was fifty years of age, the venerable 
Theophanes contracted the painful condition of 
stones and suffered greatly from them. Thenceforth, 
he spent the remainder of his life in bed: he who 
healed others of their sicknesses would not ask the 
Lord to cure him of his own affliction, but endured it 
with thanksgiving. During this period of illness fell 
the time when he was to end his life in confession, as 
the clairvoyant elder Gregory had prophesied long 
before, whispering in the ear of Theophanes’ holy 
wife that, in due time, he husband would receive a 
martyr’s crown. 

After many years, when the venerable one had 
grown old and several emperors had come and gone 
on the throne of Byzantium (for after the aforemen- 
tioned Emperor Constantine VI, who reigned with 
his mother Saint Irene [780-797; Irene alone 797- 
802], came Nicephorus I [802-811] with his son, 
Stauricius [803-811], and after them, Michael I 
Rhangabe [811-813]), the scepter of the Empire 
passed to Leo V the Armenian [813-820]. This 
emperor resurrected the heresy of iconoclasm and 
did great damage to the Church of Christ, driving the 
holy Patriarch Nicephorus from his see, and the 
venerable Theodore the Studite and his disciples 
from their monastery. And many other Christians 
did he put to torture and slay because they venerated 
the holy icons. 

The ecclesiastical historian George Cedrinus 
writes the following of the holy Theophanes: 

When Patriarch Nicephorus of Constantinople 
journeyed by sea into exile and his ship passed by the 
place where the monastery of the venerable Theo- 
phanes was located, the latter perceived this with 


the clairvoyant eyes of his spirit, and commanded his 
disciple to bring him a censer with burning embers; 
on this he placed incense and, ordering candles 
lighted, he bowed down to the ground, conversing the 
while, as it were, with him who was passing by. Then 
the disciple asked Theophanes: “What doest thou, 
father, and with whom dost thou converse thus 
prostrate?” The venerable one replied: “Behold, the 
most holy Patriarch Nicephorus is passing by, driven 
into exile for the Orthodox Faith, and now he saileth 
past our land in his ship. It is for his sake that I have 
lighted candles and burnt incense, that we may offer 
fitting honor to the patriarch.” And the most holy 
Patriarch Nicephorus perceived this as he was sail- 
ing by, for, suddenly falling to his knees, he answered 
the holy elder with a prostration in turn, and lifting 
up his hands, he blessed him. One of the monks who 
was with the patriarch asked him: “Whom dost thou 
bless, most holy father, and to whom dost thou bend 
thy knees?” To this Patriarch Nicephorus replied: 
“Lo! the confessor Theophanes, the abbot of the 
Great Farm, hath now greeted us with lighted 
candles and incense, and I but return his homage. 
He, like us, will soon have to suffer.” And thus before 
long it came to pass. 

Not long afterward, the evil Emperor Leo the 
Armenian, desiring to lure the venerable Theo- 
phanes into oneness of mind with himself, dis- 
patched emissaries to him and invited him with 
honor to attend upon him in the Imperial City; 
furthermore, he wrote him a false letter: “It is my 
intention soon to engage the infidels in battle; but 
before I go forth against them, I must arm myself 
with thy prayers. Therefore, honored father, do not 
refuse to come to me.” 

Although he perceived the wickedness of the 
emperor and was, moreover, gravely ill, the vener- 
able Theophanes decided nevertheless to make the 
journey, that he might suffer for the true Faith. 
Taking ship, the saint soon arrived in Constantin- 
ople, yet when he arrived he was not brought into the 
emperor’s presence; for the sovereign was ashamed 
and feared the upbraidings of the saint. Yet he sent 
to the venerable Theophanes several of his high- 
ranking grandees to lure him into his heresy with 
false promises. “If thou wilt become of like mind with 
us,” said he through his representatives, “I will 
reconstruct your monastery with lofty buildings of 
stone and will enrich it in every way; and with me 
thou shalt be higherin honor than all others. Yea, all 
thy close kinsmen will I advance with exalted rank.” 
To these promises, however, the emperor added a 
threat: “But if thou wilt oppose us, thou thyself shalt 
be guilty of great impiety.” To this the holy Theo- 
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phanes replied to the emperor through the latter’s 
emissaries: “I desire none of the riches of this world. 
If, when I was a young man, I left behind all my gold, 
silver and property for the sake of Christ’s love, 
would I, in my old age, desire them again? Be it not 
so! The Lord Himself taketh thought in His provi- 
dence for my monastery and my brethren more than 
all the kings and princes of this world. Wherefore, 
then, O emperor, dost thou seek to frighten me with 
thy threats, like some young boy with arod? Prepare 
thou the tortures for me, light the fire, and, even 
though I cannot walk because of mine illness, as thou 
canst see, yet will I cast myself into the fire for 
Orthodoxy’s sake.” 

When they heard these words of the saint, which 
were spoken with great boldness, the emissaries 
went to the emperor and transmitted the message. 
The emperor, astonished at such unheard-of 
courage, ordered a certain scholar named John, an 
insidious sorcerer and heretic, to go to the venerable 
one and dispute with him. Yet, before the divinely 
inspired words of the venerable father he became as 
one dumb, and, vanquished by him, he returned, 
ashamed, to the emperor who had sent him. 

Then the emperor, filled with wrath, ordered the 
venerable Theophanes locked in a dark and close cell 
in the Eleutherian Fortress and placed under guard. 
In this gloomy imprisonment, the venerable, old and 
sick, spent two years. There, every day, at times with 
blandishments, at times with threats, the vile here- 
tics sent to him alternately strove to draw him into 
the iconoclastic heresy or mocked and abused him 
verbally. Yet when the emperor sent an emissary to 
the saint in the hope that he would subscribe to his 
edict rejecting the holy icons, the venerable Theo- 
phanes answered, saying: “O emperor, recognize the 
One Who hath given thee thy realm—Him through 
Whom kings reign and even tyrants receive their 
authority on earth. Know, I say to thee, that the 
Lord, though uncircumscribable, willed to become 
visible, and, receiving our nature, became like unto 
us therein, save in sin; and by this nature, which He 
deified in Himself, He resurrected the dead, gave 
sight to the blind, cleansed lepers and performed 
many other miracles. By His human nature He 
voluntarily accepted death at the hands of the Jews, 
rose on the third day, ascended into heaven and shall 
never be separated from the Father. The Gospel 
teacheth us of this human nature in Christ; where- 
fore, we accept this book of the Gospels with rever- 
ence, believing everything that is written therein, all 
the wondrous works of Christ, so that in the Gospel 
we are, as it were, reverencing Christ Himself. And 
if we are not be condemned for believing in the works 


of Christ recorded in words, then why are we con- 
demned if we accept and honor the Gospel history 
which is depicted in icons? Even the barbarians, who 
have converted to our Faith thanks to the icons, easily 
learn all about Christ’s life on earth with men and all 
His miraculous deeds. Yea, and have not many of the 
illiterate, gazing upon the miracles of Christ and His 
voluntary death depicted in icons, glorified the Lord 
Who suffered for us? But thou, who castest the icons 
out, shouldst envy their salvation. What council at any 
time held it sinful and blasphemous to venerate the 
holy icons? Did not Christ Himself send the image of 
His face, not wrought by men’s hands, to Abgar, Prince 
of Edessa? And hath not the holy Apostle Luke left us 
an icon of the all-holy Virgin Theotokos, painted with 
divers colors? There is nought in this that is contrary 
to the Tradition and doctrine of the holy fathers: Saint 
Basil the Great, who witnessed ineffable mysteries, 
hath said that the honor shown to an icon ascendeth to 
that which is depicted thereon. Likewise, John hath 
stated in his golden words: “I love even an image 
fashioned of wax.” And the holy Cyril, that harp of the 
Holy Spirit, said: “Often beholding the depiction of the 
sufferings of Christ, I cannot pass it by without shed- 
ding tears.” Therefore, if the first six (Zcumenical 
Councils which were held prior to the Seventh did not 
hinder the veneration of holy icons and the rendering of 
honor to the persons and events depicted on them, dost 
thou think to be wiser than them? It is thy task, O 
sovereign, to wage war against the infidel. To delve into 
the dogmas and laws of the Church is the task of the 
holy fathers, not rulers.” 

When he read the epistle of the venerable father, 
the emperor was filled with an indescribable rage. 
Straightway, he dispatched to Sigriana one of his cruel 
officers, to destroy the venerable one’s monastery and 
reduce it to ashes, and to drive out and slay his disciples 
without pity. And the emperor sent a second officer, as 
cruel as the first, to the venerable Theophanes, who had 
been imprisoned in the dark dungeon of the Eleuth- 


erian Fortress for two years. This emissary ripped the 
garments from the holy elder’s body, which had been 
wasted by fasting and protracted illness, and beat him 
mercilessly on the back and belly with rawhide thongs. 
In all, he administered three hundred lashes before 
returning him to his narrow cell. On the following 
morning, obeying the command of the emperor, this 
torturer returned to the venerable one, and, removing 
him from the dungeon, he again beat him savagely. 
Afterwards, the holy Theophanes was sent into exile on 
the island of Samothrace. The saint had foreseen this 
with his clairvoyant eyes and several days previously 
had told the novice who ministered to him that they 
would be sent to that island. Having lived in that place 
for only twenty-three days, the holy martyr, adorned 
with a crown for his confession and suffering, departed 
to the heavenly homeland. His precious body was then 
placed in a wooden coffer. God glorified His holy 
favored one not only during his lifetime, but even after 
his repose. He imparted to his holy relics the power to 
cure, and many of the sick who but touched his shrine 
received healing. 

After the wicked Emperor Leo the Armenian was 
slain, the banished disciples of the holy Theophanes 
returned to Mount Sigriana and rebuilt their ruined 
monastery. Thither the holy relics of their venerable 
father Theophanes were transferred from the island of 
Samothrace and deposited in the church with rever- 
ence, and during this enshrinement many miracles 
were wrought, to the glory of Christ our God, Who, with 
the Father and the Spirit, is glorified forever. Amen. 


Translated from the Russian by the reader Isaac E. Lambertsen, 
from The Lives of the Saints in the Russian Language, As Set 
Forth in the Menology of Saint Dimitry of Rostov, Vol. VII 
(March) (Moscow: Synodal Press, 1906), pp. 258-274. Copyright 
© 1989. All rights reserved by the translator. 


The “Chronicle” of St. Theophanes is now available 
from the Press Bookservice. See New Listings on back 
cover of this issue for details. 


DIRECTORY INFORMATION CHANGES - CLERGY 

Fr. Gerasimos Kambites (p. 78) is now serving a newly-formed English- 
language community dedicated to St. Xenia of Petersburg, in the Orléans, Ont., 
Canada area. 

Fr. Gerasim, a priest of the Old Rite from the Soviet Union, has been received 
into the Russian Orthodox Church Outside of Russia, and is serving at Synod in New 
York City, where he may be addressed. His children are with him, and he is awaiting 
the arrival of his matushka. 

Fr. Emanuel Mladenov-Dimitrov (p. 23, p. 74) has been dismissed from his 
post in Lethbridge, Ont., and is no longer serving with the Synod. 

Born to Fr. Stephen and Matushka Larissa Romanchak (p. 99), a son, 
Matthew (namesday 11/16), on 12/10/89NS. 

Fr. Demetrios Serfes (p. 73) is now serving the Church of St. Stephen the 
Protomartyr, Old Forge, PA. Address: PO Box 181; Old Forge, PA 18518. Tel: 717/ 
451-0821. 

Fr. Chariton (Borovsky) (no prior listing) may be reached by telephone in 
Moundsville, WV, where he is serving St. Xenia’s Church, at 304/845-1618. 

Fr. Elias (Armisted) (Yeghia Yenovkian) (no prior listing) may be reached 
in Ellisville, MS at 601/584-8128. 

Fr. Deacon Peter Shashkoff was ordained at Holy Trinity Monastery on the 
Feast of St. Nicholas, 19 Dec. 1989 (NS). 

Fr. Nicholas Semenoff (p. 89) will be regularly serving the Church of Christ’s 
Resurrection and St. Cyprian of Carthage (p. 51) in Tunis, Tunisia. 
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INFORMATION CHANGES - PARISH AND INSTITUTIONS 

St. Xenia of Petersburg Mission has been newly formed in the Orléans, Ont, 
Canada region, and is being served by Fr. Gerasimos Kambites. The mission is under 
the supervision of His Grace, Bishop Hilarion. Services are being held in temporary 
rented facilities, pending the location of a more permanent site. Inquiries may be 
directed to Fr. Gerasimos at 1377 Duford Dy., Orléans K1E 1E4, tel. 613/837-3912. 

St. Xenia’s Mission, north suburban Boston, MA (p. 11) is holding services 
regularly at 55 Wingate St., Haverhill, MA 01830. Mail should be addressed c/o Fr. 
Nicholas Bargoot, 960 Boston Rd., Bradford, MA 01835; tel. 508/521-2732. 

The Church of the Assumption in Lethbridge, Ont. (p. 23) is temporarily 
vacant, pending the appointment of a new rector. 

St. Stephen the Protomartyr Church, Old Forge, PA (p. 20) is now being 
served by Fr. Demetrios Serfes (p. 73). 

The St. Tikhon of Zadonsk Society and Fr. Demetrios Serfes Publications 
(pp. 60 & 52) may be addressed at PO Box 181, Old Forge, PA 18518. 

St. George’s Orthodox Church, Cincinnatti, OH (p. 19): Starosta Tom 
Bandulov may be reached at 513/793-6759. 

Church of Christ’s Resurrection and St. Cyprian of Carthage (p. 51), 
Tunis, Tunisia, is now being regularly served by Fr. Nicholas Semenoff (p. 89), who 
continues to reside in Brussels, Belgium. 


Memory ETERNAL! 
Fr. Alexander Kargon (p. 64) of Zurich, Switzerland. 


THE LIFE OF ST. HALLVARD OF HUSABY 


Wuose Memory THE Hoty CHURCH CELEBRATES ON THE 15TH Day oF MAY 


The holy martyr Hallvard was born to Vebjorn, a 
wealthy land-owner and merchant, and Thorny, who 
was either the sister or niece of Aasta, the mother of St. 
Olaf of Norway. They had also a younger son named 
Orm. The saint of God was brought up in faith and 
piety. He was a good child, obedient to his parents, and 
grew in the faith and admonition of the Lord. As he 
grew, he lived chastely and honestly, wishing ill to no 
one. 

When the friend of God was of twelve or thirteen 
years of age, his father took him along on his merchant 
travels. On the travels, when the goods were divided 
out, St. Hallvard would juggle the weights in order to 
ensure that his younger brother received a slightly 
higher portion. One day, when they were off the coast 
of Gotland, arich young man named Botvid came to talk 
with the merchants. Noticing the holy youth, he in- 
quired after him. Addressing him, he said: “I am 
certain that thou art destined to do great things in thy 
time.” 

That spring, the noble youth set out from home to 
cross the Drammenfjord in order to transact business. 
As he was entering his boat, a bond-woman who was 
great with child ran to him. Trembling, she besought 
him to take pity upon her and take her to the other side 
with all speed. The friend of God allowed her to enter 
the front of the craft, while he himself rowed. 

Presently, three men rushed to the shore. Obtain- 
ing another boat, they pursued the saint and the unfor- 
tunate woman. The saint inquired: “Dost thou know 
these men, and why they pursue thee?” The woman 
said unto him: “Yea, I know them. They accused me of 
stealing, but I have not done that of which they accuse 
me. And I fled, lest they mutilate me unjustly for a 
crime which I have not committed.” 

Then inquired the righteous one: “Darest thou 
prove thine innocence in this matter by ordeal of fire?” 
The woman responded: “Yea, if they will but spare my 
life.” 

The other craft gained on them rapidly, and they 
hailed them, saying: “How can it be, Hallvard, that a 
well-born youth like yourself can shelter such a miser- 
able piece of womanhood? Let us have her, that we may 
kill her as she deserves.” 

“Why? What wrong hath she done?” asked the 
saint. 

“She hath stolen from our brother, having broken 
into his house,” they responded. 

“How is it that she broke into his house?” asked the 
saint. 

The men responded, “She wrenched the bolt away 
which holds fast the boom across the door.” 

The righteous one declared: “That is not the work 
of a woman; such work would require a strong man. 
Perhaps you could find someone who saw her do this 
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thing, or who saw her in the house. But as itis, that it 
is not certain that she hath done this thing, surely you 
will not put her to death? It would be morejust that she 
should show her innocence if she can. Moreover, if it is 
that she deserves death, I will pay the penalties for her. 
Surely you must see that she is with child, and you must 
not murder the unborn together with her.” 

Upon hearing this, one of the men took up his bow 
and began to shoot. They killed the woman, and also 
shot the saint through the throat. They buried the 
woman on the shore; but taking a millstone, they tied it 
to the saint’s body and threw it into the fjord. 

The family of the holy one gathered and searched 
the waters with willow branches for the relics of the 
saint. The branches flowered long afterwards. But 
strange wonder— the holy relics were found floating 
upon the waters, even though still tied to the millstone. 

But a greater wonder to the people was that the 
saint, following the divine teachings, defended one of 
the least ones of the Savior. Having done so, he received 
from Him eternal recompense on May 15, 1043. Lov- 
ingly, they buried the relics in the Church of Husaby. 
Immediately, miracles began to occur at his grave. 
Later, the relics were laid to rest in a reliquary and 
placed in Christ Church in Oslo. 


Life and drawing compiled from various sources by Luke Gehring. 


NO TEARS FOR UGANDA 


BY Fr. GERASIMOS KAMBITES 
AND MATUSHKA SARAH KAMBITES 


“HABARI! Welcome to Ugandal” said the pass- 
port officer. His tired smile was the only sign of half- 
hearted cheer in Entebbe’s drab, dilapidated airport. 
Stagnant pools of water on the bare cement floor 
reflected shards of broken windows shot out in some 
airport skirmish. Gaping holes in the ceiling showed 
evidence of industrious looters. Armed soldiers, 
cigarettes dangling from their lips, idled among the 
shadows. There was no electricity that day. 

I don’t know what that smiling: passport officer 
could have made of the five of us. An unlikely group 
of new arrivals we must have seemed: Sarah, my 
beautiful Ugandan wife; our three small children — 
John, 5; Angeliki, 4; and Athanasios, 1 — and I 
myself, garbed in the floor-length black robe of an 
Eastern Orthodox priest, my black beard framing 
the only white face in the arrivals line. 

He glanced through my papers, which defined me 
for what I was — a Canadian medical doctor and a 
priest of the Russian Orthodox Church Outside of 
Russia, here with my Ugandan wife to establish a 
clinic, school and church on the isolated island of 
Bukasa. He looked me square in the eyes, maintain- 
ing his official smile. 

“Our poor nation is grateful for your help,” he 
said. The comment seemed genuine enough; at least 
it wasn’t tainted by that open sarcasm I’ve often 
noted among some members of Ugandan officialdom 
who look with unconcealed disdain upon an 
interloping muzungu — white man — such as I. 

This fellow’s welcome I now took as an affirma- 
tion of sorts. At least we weren’t being thrown out at 
the very beginning! 


Since meeting fifteen years earlier at the Holy 
Cross Greek Orthodox Theological Seminary in 
Boston, Sarah and I had dreamed as one of this 
return to the land of her birth. For this cause, I had 
eventually become a doctor and also, almost at the 
last moment — and quite beyond my expectations — 
a priest. That such high designations could be 
ascribed to so fallible and emphatically imperfect a 
man as | is plainly proof of God’s forgiveness — and 
also, I think, of His design. 

Sarah, the consummate patriot, had agreed to 
marry me only if I would take on and share with her 
the burden of this, her life’s mission: to help the 
people of her beloved Bukasa Island. Asa young girl, 
she had gone to Canada to be educated — and had 
watched in agony from afar as then President Idi 
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Amin had brutalized her nation. Now, armed with 
an M.A. in Education, three children, and a 
muzungu husband with a decidedly shaky mastery 
of both medicine and the priesthood, she was return- 
ing to today’s Uganda — hardly less brutalized than 
Amin’s — determined to fulfill her destiny, which 
had now become mine as well. 


With a shout of joy, Sarah’s brother Chris [now 
Fr. Christopher —ed.] greeted us as we emerged 
from customs. A hired truck took our bags and boxes 
of equipment and medicine down to the dock and into 
his little boat. A much larger shipment of supplies 
would soon follow. I breathed deeply and felt the 
beating of my heart as we pushed off into the calm 
waters of Lake Victoria for the 40-mile trip due south 
to our new home. I couldn’t have imagined how many 
times over the next five years I would make that 
same trip, both ways, often at night in wild weather 
and under threat of gunfire, to ferry sick and dying 
patients to and from the mainland. That first time I 
drank in the sweet African air; it would be my last 
pleasure trip. 

* Sarah’s 
mother, Maama 
Solome, who had 
waited so pa- 
tiently for our 
return since our 
1979 visit, greet- 
By ed us with great 
a sighs of thankful- 

— ae ness to God. A 
welcoming crowd of our old friends — few of whom 
had really believed our unlikely promise to come 
back and build aschool and clinic here — stood at the 
dock and shouted a raucous welcome. 

Our temporary home would be an old abandoned 
lodge atop a hill overlooking the bay. Once, it had 
belonged to the late King Freddie of the Buganda, 
Sarah’s tribe; but the sagging-roofed building had 
long since been taken over by termites, snakes and 
bats. The kids loved it at once and played themselves 
to sleep that first evening of our new life. Before 
turning in, Sarah and I walked outside to contem- 
plate an incredible glowing Milky Way in the African 
sky. “My Lord, it’s so beautiful here,” I said, thankful 
to our God Who had delivered us. Our hands touched 
warm, in the cool darkness; our fingers clasped. 
“We're home,” I heard myself saying. 


Next morning, we woke to find the front porch 
piled with baskets of pineapples, papaws, fresh and 
smoked fish, dressed chickens for the pot, and a 
cornucopia of vegetables: gifts from the villagers. 
Also, two men and an old woman stood there. I had 
my first patients! 

Dispensing fast-dwindling medicines from ter- 
mite-eaten shelves, I was soon averaging fifty pa- 
tients aday. Sarah struggled beside me, translating, 
sterilizing instruments and stroking the foreheads 
of frightened children. No niceties like prescriptions 
out here. But getting patients to follow my instruc- 
tions was all but impossible. These people, after all, 
still believed serious illness was the result of vindic- 
tive curses. Western medicines were just another 
form of magictothem. Often, people would gobble all 
the drugs I gave them at once on the theory that, if 
a little was good, a lot was better. Or else they 
stopped taking the drugs as soon as — or even before 
—the symptoms abated. The rest, they would sell on 
the flourishing black market. Alarmed that patients 
were selling the free drugs I'd given them, I called a 
public meeting, and the islanders themselves de- 
cided I should charge for medicines to discourage 
would-be entrepreneurs. 

Indiscriminate use of injectable drugs by self- 
styled “bush doctors” with dirty needles not only cre- 
ated abscesses and resistance to antibiotics but also, 
far worse, prepared a vector for the spread of AIDS. 
This scourge, so aptly called “Slim” in Africa, was 
just beginning to unleash its Pandora’s box of suffer- 
ing. That first year, I encountered perhaps a dozen 
cases; by the fifth year, I could no longer count the 
hundreds I saw struck down. 


Three months after our arrival, the tug Ukeware 
out of Tanzania’s port of Mwanza arrived at Bukasa 
Island pulling three barges bearing five containers of 
the long-awaited supplies from Montréal for our 
school andclinic. These were the generous donations 
of people and organizations in Canada and the U.S. 
who had heeded our pleas. Hundreds of villagers had 
spent weeks building a special pier of logs and stones 
to offload our goods. 

Upon landing, the surly Tanzanian crew imme- 
diately went on strike, demanding sugar, salt, meat 
and other goods. I was outraged, but village elders 
counseled me to meet their demands, which I did 
grudgingly. 

For eleven days, under a beating sun, we hand- 
hauled the thousands of pounds of goods out of the 
depths of the lighters. When 50-year-old Mulefu 
placed a 200-pound bag of rice on his head and 
clambered up the hill to the lodge, I was convinced 
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there was nothing we couldn’t accomplish. The last 
5,000-pound empty container was finally lifted with 
an exultant cheer onto the pier by the collective 
strength of a hundred men using ropes and winches. 
That evening, joyful dancers moved to frenzied 
drums. But even as we celebrated, thieves were 
already at work in the darkness, spiriting off the first 
of countless essentials we had striven so hard and 
long to obtain. 


“This Muzungu is a guerrilla!” shouted Leolen- 
cio, the charcoal maker, at an open meeting. “The 
government will punish us for having him here.” He 
waved his leprous hands for emphasis as murmurs 
from the crowed echoed his fear. Arabu Mageye, a 
tall, striking Muganda, rose in quiet dignity to ad- 
dress the accusation. 

“Where did the doctor’s containers come from?” 
he asked softly. My accuser answered: “From 
Tanzania. What of it?” 

“And tell me, who threw out Amin?” asked Arabu, 
a touch more aggressively. “The Tanzanians,” saida 
now subdued Leolencio, who began to perceive the 
trap. “Would our allies the Tanzanians, who freed us 
from Amin, now allow guerrillas to come here?” The 
crowd cheered Arabu’s logic, and Leolencio was 
shouted down. 

Even so, a kind of paranoia persisted that we 
were somehow spies or guerrillas planting seeds of 
revolt against whichever revolving-door govern- 
ment happened to be in power at the moment. Most 
knew it to be ridiculous; others seemed to take 
malignant pleasure at spreading the rumor. I ac- 
cepted it as one more burden, one more challenge. 


Amid the frustration, there were moments of 
exultations. For months, Sarah had tried to teach 
the island’s children in the collapsed mud-and- 
wattle school building provided by the government. 
“Who can teach in such a place?” she asked. “Who 
can learn on an empty stomach, sitting on a cold 
damp floor in a windowless room, with the sound of 
rain beating out the teacher’s voice?” The parents 
encouraged her to build a school free from govern- 
ment incompetence. “Build a school for our grand- 
children,” said old Nalongo Agiri. “And it must be 
ours, not the government’s!” 

“Then let’s do it!” cried Sarah; and her enthusi- 
asm fueled an explosion of community activity. 
Trees were felled, split into beams and planks, and 
hauled to the new site Sarah had chosen. A local 
carpenter crafted benches for the classrooms, while 
Maama Solome and the other women gathered straw 
for the thatched roof. Suddenly, out of seemingly 


nothing, there it stood: Sarah’s long-dreamed-of 
‘Learning Centre’! 

“This is your school; you deserve the credit!” 
Sarah told the opening-day crowd. Over the years, 
several hundred young minds would be nurtured 
there by Sarah and her volunteer faculty. Kids from 
the ‘Learning Centre’ soon excelled on national 
exams, making higher education at least a dream. 


We would fell trees, split logs, haul water, turn 
termite hills into golden bricks, immunize and edu- 
cate. We would raise our cows, goats, pigs and 
chickens, string barbed wire to keep out thieves, and 
race scores of times across the lake with the deathly 
ill. And again and again we would wonder: “Are we 
doing the right thing? Does any of it make sense? 
Are we depriving our own children to help those of 
others?” 

One day I 
heard Sarah 
scream and 
rushed to the 
house to find 
that our little 
son Athana- 
sios had swal- 
lowed a cup of 
kerosene. I 
inserted a ca- 
theter through 
his nose into 
his stomach 
and, holding gi 
him upside Mi 
down to pre- 
vent aspira- 
tion, washed 
out the kerosene with salt-water solution. But his 
increased respiratory rate, fast and feeble pulse, and 
elevated temperature made is apparent that it was 
urgent that I get him to the mainland hospital in En- 
tebbe — but our boat engine was broken! 

As our son was dying in front of us, I pored 
through my medical texts looking for a way to detox- 
ify him, but there in the bush nothing more could be 
done. But I had momentarily forgotten that I was 
also a priest — and now that the doctor could do no 
more, I rose with Sarah to pray. I anointed our son 
with myrrh-saturated cotton from the miraculous 
“Keeper of the Portal” icon of the Mother of God, and 
begged St. Panteleimon, a fifth-century physician 
and martyr, to heal Athanasios. Twenty minutes 
later, his heart-rate slowed and strengthened. Just 
before dawn, he opened his eyes and asked for water. 


21 


Surely, St. Panteleimon had heard our pleas and 


answered them. To him I gratefully dedicated my 
little clinic. 


“Bring those stones!” Sarah called out to me and 
the children, as we piled rocks on the hillside for our 
church’s foundation. The villagers at first showed 
little inclination to help us, but our open good cheer 
at building God’s house must have been infectious. 
Soon, each Sunday our small flock, despite incurring 
much local hostility, joined in our labors. 

There was 63-year-old Mulindwa, a man with a 
passion both for God and for breaking rocks. With 
skilled twists of an iron bar, he could rend and break 
a huge chunk of the local stone into neatly shaped 
building blocks. One Sunday, he didn’t appear. 
Then, the next, he was back, even more joyful and 
energetic at his 
rock-breaking than 
ever. Someone, he 
told us, had ritually 
killed a chicken and 
put it at his door to 
discourage his work 
on the church. Fear- 
ful, he had decided 
to stop. “Then,” he 
told us, “I had a 
dream. An angel 
came and told me 
you were God’s ser- 
vant and to get back 
to work. So here I 
am!” 

My brother-in- 
law Chris [Fr. 
Christopher], using 
a “how-to” book, taught himself to lay Mulindwa’s 
thousands of stones into the church’s foundation. 
Sand carted from the beach two miles away, and 
gravel hand-ground from larger stones by Sarah’s 
sister Florence were all laboriously mixed... and 
then at last the floor slab was poured. Through my 
tears of gratitude, I said: “Caris, tomorrow you start 
the walls!” “But Father,” he protested, “I don’t know 
how to build walls!” “You do it,” I insisted. “Pray 
tonight, and tomorrow you build.” Thus, two years 
after we landed in Sesse, the granite walls of a 
Byzantine Church began to rise on that beautiful 
green African hillside. The roofless, fledgling struc- 
ture became my refuge. When I despaired over my 
frustrations, I would sit on the stone walls of the 
church for an hour, reveling in the beauty of God’s 
handiwork and feeling my weariness flow out of me. 


Andronicus Ssemakula, retired schoolteacher, 
tugged nervously on his goatee and smiled a warm 
greeting to welcome us to Buggala Island, where I 
was expected for my twice-monthly visit. He had 
convinced the local people to build a small clinic 
made of straw, and dignitaries were now gathered at 
its entrance for the official opening. 

“Reverend Doctor,” he said, clearing his throat, 
“what we have seen and heard shows that the future 
of our life and properties is very bright in Sesse... we 
promise to assist you in all your works.” 

Entering the simple structure, I was touched by 
their efforts. An examining table made of sticks and 
grass padding offered a little comfort for the patients 
who waited outside. “Let’s get cracking, Mr. 
Kagudde,” I told my assistant. “A lot of sick people 
are out there!” Eleven hours and 233 patients later, 
exhausted beyond belief, I collapsed in the boat and 
slept all the way home. 

At midnight, barking dogs woke me to find the 
late king’s grand-daughter burning with fever and 
pneumonia. Sick for days with measles, she had 
been taken to the traditional witch-doctor for heal- 
ing. “Why did you wait so long to bring her here?” I 
asked, starting an intravenous drip with antibiotics. 
The child’s abdomen was encompassed by a string of 
filthy cloth to ward off evil. 

Six hours later, re-hydrated and with the drugs 
taking effect, she was much better. As Sarah ca- 
ressed her forehead, the child managed a weak 
smile. A crowd of neighbors had stood vigil during 
the night, awaiting the results of my treatment — no 
doubt to compare my efficacy with that of the witch- 
doctor. Thankfully, mine had won out this day. I 
took the occasion to make a point to them: “Come as 
soon as your child is sick,” Sarah translated for me. 
“These diseases are preventable by immunization.” 

But was I making headway with them? That 
child lived, but how many others would die, despite 
available knowledge, drugs and vaccines? Still, I 
immunized thousands of kids, often against the will 
of their parents, and the childhood death-rate 
dropped dramatically. With preventive medicine 
and better feeding instructions, their health im- 
proved. I struggled to build the clinic, to provide the 
islands with proper facilities. But I often wondered 
if I would ever get to use my radiology equipment, or 
set up an operating room, or build proper lab. 
Instead of co-operating with me, local health au- 
thorities opened an old government dispensary 
whose untrained staff now gave unsterile injections 
of penicillin for virtually everything. 

After two impossibly busy days, and nights filled 
with obstetrical deliveries, an emergency took me 
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across the lake, only to find another surgical case 
waiting for me when I came home. “He has to go to 
the hospital for an operation,” I told the patient’s 
companions, “or else he will die.” They made no 
effort to move. “I will give you the fuel,” I said. 

“No, you operate,” his companion said. Afraid of 
going to the war-wracked mainland, they pressured 
me to take him. Perhaps he would die if I operated 
— but would he assuredly die if I didn’t. Nota 
surgeon, I dreaded what I was about to do. As the 
anesthetic took effect, my patient suddenly sang in 
perfect English, “What a friend we have in Jesus.” 
Scrubbing him clean with locally distilled gin, I took 
a deep breath and opened his abdomen. The whole 
bowel was gangrenous! After relieving the obstruc- 
tion, I told his companions, “He has no hope out here. 
You must take him to the hospital!” For a moment, 
no one spoke. 

“Musaw (Doctor) give us the fuel?” one said. 
Handing over ten precious gallons, I asked again, 
“Are you taking him in?” I watched their boat as they 
headed due north for a few moments, then veered 
away from the mainland. Days later, he died in 
needless agony on another island. 

That night I wept from exhaustion and frustra- 
tion, but my indulgent self-pity didn’t last long. 
Sarah burst in to wake me: “Jerry, come at once! My 
uncle has been bitten by a green mamba!” Fortu- 
nately, he hadn’t received much venom. At dawn he 
went home. After three days without sleep, I closed 
the clinic and slept for a day. 


Suddenly, district officials ordered me to appear, 
claiming I had taken over government property, 
prevented local officials from doing their work, and 
was training pilots for rebel forces in the bush. A 
long, hard seven-hour trip by water and land to 
Masaka, to present myself in dusty black robes, 
solved the immediate problem. 

“Ah, Reverend Doctor, we can see that you are not 
aspy,” said the District Commissioner. “It’sjust that 
we heard these rumors and wished to meet you. We 
will come out soon to visit your project.” Of course, 
they never came. 

“DLO@MAR, DL@MAR, this is 5X5GK, do you 
read me?” Three times a week, I turned on my solar- 
powered amateur radio station and pointed my beam 
antennae to Europe. Some 6,000 miles away, in 
Germany’s Bavarian foothills, Dr. Wilfred Ruppert 
answered on the Medical Assistance Radio (MAR) 
network. For several minutes, he advised me on 
treatment for a child with tetanus. The physicians’ 
network established by Dr. Ruppert not only dis- 
cussed tropical medicine, but also served as a conduit 


for supplies otherwise impossible to obtain. As a 
result, I had the best drugs in Uganda, and was able 
to get spare parts in weeks instead of months. MAR 
had also sent me an ambulance and a generator. 

Without the radio, I don’t think I could have gone 
on. Having been given the only amateur license in 
the country, I made sure that all government offi- 
cials were aware of it. Still, they persisted in seeing 
something sinister when an isolated doctor, using a 
store-bought computer and radio, was able to send 
and receive medical data, electrocardiograms, 
x-rays and slides. 

“We’ve come to check your radio,” said the un- 
smiling captain, leading a band of government sol- 
diers who fanned out around the lodge. “We’ve been 
having radio interference from these islands the past 
few weeks, and that’s why we're here.” “Well, it 
hasn’t been from my equipment,” I told him. “I don’t 
go anywhere near your government frequencies.” 

Inside, I showed him the transceiver, and the 
license Fred Ruppert had obtained for me from the 
Ugandan embassy in Bonn. I was more than a little 
apprehensive, since this was the first time it had 
been checked. A subordinate wrote down the license 
number and the registration and serial number of 
the radio. 

The captain then asked me about guerrilla activ- 
ity in the area. I knew the rebel Museveni’s men 
boated through nearby channels, but I told him we 
knew nothing. All of us in Sesse supported 
Museveni’s National Resistance Army (NRA). We 
hoped Museveni would soon overthrow the corrupt 
and brutal regime of Milton Obote — worse even 
than Amin’s in most people’s minds. 

I offered the captain a cup of tea, trying to chat. 
He waved a hand at my radio and computer: “You 
made this stuff from a kit, right?” I nodded, smiling. 
Why not be agreeable? He took one more suspicious 
glance around, then rose to leave. Gratefully, I 
escorted him and his men to the crest of the hill. 
Inwardly, I thanked God, having heard reports of 
such armed bands slaughtering whole villages on the 
mainland. We knew that thousands had been mur- 
dered. We didn’t know then — as we later would 
learn — that the number killed under Obote was 
nearer to half a million. 


Bukasa’s idyllic isolation was now threatened by 
the growing insurgency. Fate had put us at the apex 
of a triangle dividing government and rebel terri- 
tory. After Museveni captured the nearby town of 
Masaka, we had to pass through rebel territory to get 
to the hospital at Entebbe. 

One dreadful night, as I was rushing across 
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storm-tossed Lake Victoria in our little leaking 
motorized canoe to get a woman with obstructed 
labor to the hospital, Sarah reached me by radio: 
“Major Obonyo at Entebbe has given orders that no 
boats are to cross the lake. If you try to dock at 
Entebbe, they'll blow you out of the water! Please 
come home!” 

My guts churned with anxiety. If my patient 
didn’t have a caesarian section, she would certainly 
die. If I dared to run the government lines, we both 
faced execution by trigger-happy teenagers. I told 
Sarah to call Dr. Dick Antvelink, who was waiting for 
us at the Entebbe hospital, and ask him to get in 
touch with Major Obonyo and convince him to give us 
landing rights. Meanwhile, we continued toward 
Entebbe. Mercifully, the high-pitched buzz of our 
20hp. engine drowned out the woman’s anguished 
cries. 

After an hour and a half, Sarah called back. Dick 
had gotten hold of the major and finally won permis- 
sion. He would allow us to land — IF we got there by 
1 AM. It was now10PM. We had three hours for 
what was normally a four-hour trip. “Can we make 
it?” I asked Chris, who was manning the engine 
while I bailed furiously with a tin can. He never 
answered. In that storm, it was obviously impos- 
sible. By 2 AM we neared Entebbe. “Take her in, 
Chris,” I said, adding a silent prayer as I shielded 
him in case shooting started. He had nine children 
to worry about. 

As we swerved and narrowly avoided destruction 
on a hidden shoal, the radio crackled into life. It was 
Sarah: “They’ve extended the deadline! Dick will 
meet you with an ambulance!” Soon we spotted the 
undulating glow of a soldier’s cigarette at the dock. 

The operating room soon buzzed to Dick’s orders 
as he skillfully repaired the woman’s partially rup- 
tured uterus. Thankfully, she survived, though not 
her child—one more victim in a nation of victims. As 
I fell asleep that dawn at Dick’s place, I could hear 
the crackling of distant small-arms fire being an- 
swered by automatic weapons. A rocket-propelled 
grenade whupped against the last darkness. I must 
have been too tired to dream. 


During these months of chaos, Sarah herself 
became pregnant. One night, she woke to tell me she 
was in pain and bleeding. In her sixth month, this 
was serious business. We had to wait a full day until 
a storm subsided to get her to the hospital in Kam- 
pala, where she delivered a baby girl. Cradling the 
tiny form in my arms, I sang my new child a sweet 
hymn and baptized her. A few hours later, our little 
daughter Stephania died. The technology to save her 


simply wasn’t there. We wrapped her in swaddling 
and took her home to Bukasa. The next day, witha 
final tender kiss, my hands trembling, I placed 
Stephania in Africa’s red earth — there on the side 
of the island hill where we had dreamt so much. 

“Daddy,” asked my son John, “Why did you de- 
liver our sister so early? Maybe she would have lived 
if you’d waited longer.” How could he understand? 
My sense of personal guilt was total. I hated myself. 
I hated Africa. We had come to help others; now we 
felt beyond help ourselves. Only the love and shared 
grief of our little community shored up our crum- 
bling resolve to keep going. 


Museveni’s rebel forces took Kampala in Janu- 
ary, 1985, ousting the hated Obote. The new regime 
became a “People’s Democracy” and instituted “re- 
sistance committees” styled after the Libyan model 
to rule the land. “No one can be arrested without the 
approval of the committees,” the new President 
Museveni announced. It was hardly a comforting 
thought. 

We strove to continue. That Pascha, I bought a 
sheep in Kampala and brought it back to Bukasa to 
celebrate Christ’s resurrection at the end of.a long, 
arduous fast. My forefathers had done this for 
centuries. But Bukasa’s animists believed a sheep’s 
presence on the island was taboo. Wanema, goddess 
of the Lake, would strike the islanders with light- 
ning as revenge, they predicted. Young toughs 
brandishing machetes and clubs strutted in our 
yard. 

The island’s revolutionary committee, to whom 
our church and community were anathema, con- 
fronted me with angry charges: “You have caused an 
abomination, a desecration,” I was told. “What 
answer do you give?” The angry committee left only 
when I promised not to bring any more live sheep to 
the island. But their continued open hostility made 
life all but unbearable. Coming back from one night 
from a “resistance committee” meeting, Christ — 
shaken up — told me: “They hate you so much, 
Father.” 


“Doctor, doctor!” Bandasa cried. “You are in 
great danger! Some men are coming tonight. They 
say they will kill you. They have arifle!” I feared the 
worst. Our men, armed with machetes, sticks and 
clubs, scouted the bush. Asking God for forgiveness, 
Imade six Molotov cocktails using empty I.V. bottles, 
and laid barbed wire around the perimeter of the 
compound. At midnight, the generator silent, we 
waited nervously. Our men took defensive positions 
in the darkness. I loaded the signal-flare pistol, 
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checked every door and window, and lay on the couch 
to rest. 

Moments later shouts of “They're here! They’re 
here!” triggered war whoops from our waiting force. 
I fired a flare into the sky to reveal two naked, 
skulking figures, who in utter terror crashed 
through thorns and brambles into the bush. They 
carried no rifle. 

The men chased after them and finally brought 
them back, bloodied and battered. I was appalled 
that my own people were pummelling them so mer- 
cilessly. “Stop! Bring them here!” I bound their 
wounds. One of them, a man who had once worked 
for me, was so badly beaten it would cost him the use 
of his arms, but such is the lot of a thief in Uganda. 
I felt only despair that our presence could provoke 
such violence. 


When the rash first appeared on my upper arm, 
I wondered what African bacteria had invaded my 
skin. The small open sores resisted penicillin, but 
responded quickly to more sophisticated antibiotics. 
The second time, it spread to my shoulder and back. 
This time there was no doubt: it was Herpes Zoster, 
commonly known as shingles —— a common precursor 
to AIDS in Africa. “But that applies to Africans, not 
Europeans,” a Polish doctor with the World Health 
Organization told me, trying to assuage my fears. He 
was a member of the AIDS control team in Kampala 
which I had invited to the island to conduct a survey 
— after blood samples I had been taking from the 
general populace showed an astonishing 60% posi- 
tive for AIDS antibodies. 

Now my own fearfully awaited test came back 
from Kampala. My worst nightmare had come true: 
it was positive. Constantly in contact with contami- 
nated blood, I had become the victim of my own 
medical mission! We were plunged into despair. 
“What will happen to the children,” Sarah asked, 
assuming she too must be infected. 

I could only pray: “Perhaps they've made a 
mistake with the test.” I sought out Dr. Watson 
Williams, an Englishman at Kampala’s Virus Re- 
search Centre, who had developed a highly accurate 
AIDS test. My blood drawn again, we waited for the 
telltale signs of negativity — a lack of agglutination. 
As he held the test-tube sample to the light, I was 
crushed: once again it was positive. 

“Let’s try again, using a fresh sample,” Dr. Wil- 
liams said. Though the morning was cold, under my 
cassock I was bathed in sweat. Once again he held up 
the test-tube rack as the sunlight lit the bottom of the 
tube. No agglutination this time! The test was 
negative. I staggered backwards into the chair. 


“Congratulations,” said a smiling Dr. Williams, 
“You're a free man!” 


March of our fifth year, 1988, saw the inevitable 
end to our dream. Even as Chris was finishing the 
hand-crafted stone arches to our church, the final 
incident occurred: for three days the church and 
house were occupied by armed soldiers and members 
of the local “resistance committee” — on the pretext 
that they needed them to conduct the funeral rites 
for the deceased sister of a local VIP. 

Despite my pleas, they forcibly placed the de- 
ceased woman’s body in the church, desecrating the 
holy altar, passing through the royal doors, smoking, 
sleeping, laughing, shouting and drinking — turn- 
ing our little Annunciation Orthodox Church into a 
sty. I could not remain a faithful priest and keep 
silent. By radio, I advised my bishop of what was 
going on, and the next day sent a letter of protest to 
the government. 

Two days later, I was arrested by a squad of 
soldiers and taken away to a blood-stained cell at 
military headquarters in Kampala. They told the 
Canadian Embassy, Amnesty International and the 
Red Cross — all contacted by a frantic and unrelent- 
ing Sarah—thatI wasn’t there. Ilost twenty pounds 
to dysentery the first week, but never stopped pray- 
ing. “You will pay for letting the world know,” the 
Intelligence Chief told me. 

On the eighth day — paraded through Kampala 
in the back of a pickup truck, my tattered cassock 
flapping in the wind — they brought me to 
Magistrate’s Court. The Chief Magistrate read the 
charges — that I had willfully and with malice 
aforethought published false information about the 
National Resistance Army. I pleaded not guilty and, 
to my surprise, was released on bail — my passport 
to be held until the trial one month later. 

“Do the courts work?” I asked my lawyer. “They 
work,” he said. 

Returning to Bukasa Island, I had a tearful 
reunion with my flock and neighbors. Almost too 
weak to stand before the desecrated altar in our little 
unfurnished church, I celebrated the Divine Liturgy 
— which was to prove to be my last in Uganda. I 
exhorted them not to harbor malice in their hearts. 

Midnight found four armed men at our door. 
When I asked them to call the resistance committee, 
they said, “No time for such nonsense.” Kissing the 
children goodbye, I walked toward the dock through 
the moonlit African night with my armed escort. 

We sang hymns aloud for courage, joined by the 
trembling voices of a few onlooking parishioners. I 


will never forget the plaintive wail of their voices 
lingering on the night air as I was led away — my last 
memory of Bukasa. 

Through my pain and despair, I gave the island 
a final blessing as the boat they had waiting carried 
me away into the night. 


I doubted I would ever see the morning and was 
amazed when, shortly after dawn, they took me to 
Entebbe airport, forced me to buy a ticket with my 
meager remaining funds, and placed me on a flight to 
Nairobi, Kenya. There were no explanations. 

Six days later, having been robbed of her last 
currency at the airport road block by soldiers of the 
National Resistance Army, Sarah was put on an- 
other Nairobi-bound plane with the children — 
along with three suitcases, our total worldly belong- 
ings. 

Tears of joy and pain marked our reunion. That 
we should both be alive and together seemed a 
blessing beyond belief, beyond measure. As our 
plane to Montréal lifted off from African soil a few 
days later, we had no tears left to shed for Uganda — 
our beloved land. 


Editor’s postscript: The foregoing article was 
originally written at the invitation of National Geo- 
graphic magazine, which however in the end de- 
clined to publish it... perhaps it speaks a little too 
plainly for NG’s tastes. Fr. Gerasimos, Matushka 
Sarah and their children, as many of our readers will 
already know, are now resettled in Orléans, Ontario, 
Canada, where both Fr. Gerasimos and Matushka 
Sarah further pursue their education, and shepherd 
a small and growing English-speaking Orthodox 
community there, with the blessing of Metropolitan 
Vitaly, under the guidance of Vladyka Hilarion. 

As further items in this special issue make evi- 
dent, this was by no means a “good attempt” which 
led to a “dead end”. Fr. Gerasimos and his family are 
no longer in Uganda, to be sure... except the infant 
Stephania, whose earthly remains yet grace the 
hillside on Bukasa, a pledge of the Lord’s presence 
there. “Chris” has been ordained to the priesthood... 
Fr. Christopher... and now continues to shepherd 
the flock there. The Church of the Annunciation is 
still under construction. There is even some hope of 
re-establishing the work of the St. Panteleimon 
Clinic. All this, the Lord’s work, can and must be 
aided and supported by those of us who live under so 


much less trying circumstances. See elsewhere for 
how... 


LhL__S_——_———————— 


FROM BUKASA, UGANDA: 


EXTRACTS FROM A LETTER FROM FR. CHRISTOPHER 


Glory to God for the amazing work you do for our 
holy Faith. It’s always easy to be served, but serving 
others is something extraordinary... 

The threats which appeared in your news that I 
might possibly be arrested upon my return were not 
true. Ireached safely home and nothing so far of any 
kind of a threat has ever happened since I returned 
home as yet... 

As I reached home, I started again the holy task 
of building the holy temple. The problem I faced was 
that I did not collect enough funds from North 
America. So when I came back home and told the 
faithful that we had to build our church with money 
or without, I almost stayed alone on the job. This 
meant to be overworked. And as for the results, I was 
knocked down sick. Now for almost 2-1/2 months I 
have not been able to do anything on the church. And 
just 2 days, as I am writing this letter, Iam admitted 
to the hospital for the medical check-up. The doctors 
suggest I work too, toomuch. Maybe they are right... 
but I think they are my many ane: 
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Floor plan of the Church of the Annunciation (photos cover & p. 21 drawn by Fr. Christopher 


= orphans. 


However, I want to pass through the 
Living Orthodoxy to appeal to the 
Orthodox world to assist the Orthodox 
mission in Uganda through the Benevo- 
lent Fund (see “How to Do It” for details). 
It’s not only building the church as a 
building, but it’s building the Church of 
the faithful’s souls. Take the example. 
;, AsapriestI pay the school fees for all the 
é children of the church, including some 
The parents can’t somehow 
afford it. As a priest I have ten children 
now; the oldest is almost 20 yrs; the 
youngest is almost four months old. No 
salary for me from my parish, so my sur- 
vival is next to impossible. 

However, I have enclosed a sketch 


ft plan (of the church) which I did by 


666 


myself. I hope it will help the donors to 
understand the needs of the church. I 
could use a camera to take pictures, but 
that means to spend almost $20 to buy 
film... just to buy it! I’m very strict — to 
economise, the little one is at hand. 
Please, dear donors, don’t give up — 
we are still alive and, God willing, when 
I recover from this sickness I will pro- 
ceed on with thejob! But this time Ineed 
some money more, rather than just my 
own energy. The church has no drawn 
plan... its plan is me! I need advice! 
As a younger parish, we need any 
help of any kind! “Simon was released 
after two days”! 
God bless you all! 
Forgive me, the unworthy priest, 
Fr. Christopher (Walusimbi) 


MORE NEWS FROM UGANDA 


Since the recent special issue of Orthodox Amer- 
ica, a substantial amount of money has been col- 
lected, both directly and through the Orthodox 
Benevolent Fund, for the mission on Bukasa Island. 
Some clothing has also been shipped directly. But 
much more is needed. A few lines from a recent letter 
from Fr. Christopher speak volumes of the sincerity 
of the life there: 

“Matt, God bless you if you are still alive. What 
happened with the people of San Francisco? I have 
written to everyone, but none has written me back. 
I have been in a hospital for a few months [Fr. 
Christopher has since been discharged —ed.]; the 
doctors say that I work too much, but what can I do? 
If I do not work every day from sunrise to sunset in 
building the church, the community wil) fall apart. 
We are almost out of incense and candles, which are 
not available in these parts. I beg you, please, if you 
cannot send these to me, then please tell anyone to 
send them to me immediately.” 

I come to you today as an ambassador. Indeed, I 
am sent to the poor of this Church not because of 
praise arising from articles, but through the mere 
sight of their bitter misery. For it is necessary to 
speak of mercy at any time, but especially at this 
time, when not many can find employment, and a 
cloud of despondency will descend upon many. Many 
people examine the poor strictly before giving them 
anything, and demand a thousand-fold accounting. 
But this is a real honor for us, Orthodox Christians, 
even if all the poor people expect help and salvation 
just from us. That was the glory of the city in the 
times of the apostles — and so it should always 
remain with us. Therefore, let us be charitable and 
human towards our fellow men. Whether they are 
worthy or unworthy, the reward for you will be just 
the same. 

The little flock in Bukasa, by God’s grace— they 
are just like phoenix arising from the ashes of unbe- 
lief, which gradually, by the generosity of many, 
have become the chosen people of God. They are not 
only surviving — they are also gathering many into 
the ark of salvation. 

It has been over six years since Fr. Gerasimos 
and Matushka Sarah planted their first vine into the 
harsh and rocky soil of Bukasa; nevertheless, God 
produces fruits where, by visible eyes, no soil at all is 
present. We can see by the expressions in their faces 
that God has produced saints, whose fruits produce 
sweeter nectar than anything we have experienced 
here in the U.S. After six years, the little flock 
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numbers 50 members. This is an impressive number 
in a place where no saints are known, no monks are 
seen — yet they come, just at the hearing of the 
sharing of Christ’s kingdom. 

Through the generosity of countless people and 
the hand labor of many, it has been possible to build 
a “foundation of stone”, and after several years the 
walls and arches have been completed. With no prior 
experience or skills, with Christ at the helm, they 
have been blessed not only with zeal, but with know]- 
edge acquired directly from God. The church has 
been completed, except for the roof. 

What a blessed simplicity of understanding of 
God’s commandments! What an example of true 
communism: Christ Himselfis gathering them, and 
will escort them through the Gates of Paradise. 

We understand that there are several missions 
which require assistance. Therefore, we must speed- 
ily conquer this humble God-sent task, so as to be 
able to move on to the next one. 

The purpose of this article is to gather permanent 
sponsors for the families on Bukasa, and to send a 
cargo container including a prefabricated roof for the 
church, an adobe block-maker (already purchased) 
for use in other construction there, together with 
many other necessities, sometime in the spring or 
summer of 1990. Fr. Gerasimos estimates the total 
cost of materials to be purchased and shipping at 
about $50,000. 

Without further lamentation on my part, I move 
to the core of the message: a Christian’s highest 
virtue is charity, the giving of oneself, for the benefit 
of those in need. We are seeking sponsors for families 
of the church on Bukasa... $20 a month is enough to 
keep a family alive there... a drop in the bucket for 
most of us. Those who cannot give such an amount 
are of course still invited to pledge a smaller amount. 

We also need one-time gifts for the materials and 
shipment, in any amount... the larger the better. 
Because of the limitations of space for the container, 
those who may wish to donate materials should call 
or write for details as to what is needed. 

With the blessings of Fr. Gerasimos, this is writ- 
ten, by the servant of Christ, 

Matthew Kaskanlian 


P.S. Recent word of an encouraging change in the 
political climate in Uganda: the Prime Minister, 
Samson Kisekka, visited Bukasa Island and during 
his visit came to the church/school/clinic. He was 
very impressed by what he saw, and donated 50,000 


Ugandan schillings of his own funds to the work itis... enough to sustain a family for 5 months... the 
there. Sounds like a lot of money and, even though same value as several thousand dollar here. 
equivalent only to US$100 at official exchange rates, 


No... not by 747, nor by sailboat, nor by Chinese 
junk. Rather, it is essential that a hefty shipment of < 


pilgrimage to the sepulchre of 
Vladyka John to further bless your 
cs journey) to San Francisco, then into 
i. one of those giant boxes with all the 
foreign stickers on them you've seen 
being hauled around on trucks. 
into the hold of a ship... a . 


off again in Kenya... 
building supplies, church goods, tools and other overland to Lake Victo- 
necessaries begin their journey to Bukasa late this ria... onto a barge... 


spring or early summer. YOU can help... to gather and finally to that 

what is needed, and to send it (not exactly speed it!) paintstakingly-built pier 
on its way. The journey may begin in your attic or on Bukasa. 

basement, or with a generous local merchant... DOIT! 
continue by truck or UPS (or your car... with a 


If you wish to donate funds as a pledge for th 
support of a family of the Church of the Annun- 
ciation, or toward the costs of shipping the 
container and materials, these donations/pledges 
may be routed either directly to Matthew at the 
address above or, for better tax accounting and ease 
of record-keeping, to the Orthodox Benevolent Fund, 
clearly marked as to their purpose. The form below 
may be used to identify your intent. 


City/State/ZIP: 


If you have or wish to purchase materials for []Enclosed is my gift toward the container shipment 


inclusion in the container shipment, please communi- of $ 
cate directly with Matthew, who is co-ordinating the qn ee : 

hi t. . ible fapeliark: ¢ [ ] Enclosed is the first installment of my pledge of 
sinpmient, Sparel avare ee $20 a month, which will support a family of the 


materials between their arrival in San Francisco and 


the loading of the container... but it is important that mission on Bukasa. — 

only items actually useful be shipped to Matthew. [ ] Enclosed is the first installment of my pledge of 

Write him at: $ ~~«a month toward the support of the 
1315 - 7th Ave.; San Francisco, CA 94122 Bukasa mission. 

or call him at: [ ] Please forward additional details concerning the 
415/664-8161 (days, ask for Matt), or mission, and photos of the church and children. 
415/367-6835 (evenings) 

Available also from Matthew are a two-tape audio Mail either to: 


lecture on the mission by Fr. Gerasimos (for a $15 
donation), and a one-hour videotape presentation 
(for a $25 donation). 


Matthew Kaskanlian; 1315 - 7th Ave.; 
San Francisco, CA 94122 
or to: 


Direct mail may be used for small items of limited value (no The Orthodox Benevolent Fund; PO Box 4523; 
insurance is available) and letters for the mission to: Annun- Woodland Park, CO 80866. 


ciation Orthodox Church; PO Box 287; Entebbe, Uganda. 
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THE ORTHODOX BENEVOLENT FUND — NEWS AND APPEAL 


Two of the principal recipients of support from the Orthodox 
Benevolent Fund have recently written us to share some of their 
activities, plans and hopes. As it is you, our benefactors, who make 
this possible, it is only fitting that you should share in the joys and 
blessings of this righteous work in which you have a part. First, an 
excerpt from a letter from Fr. Christopher, pastor of our Holy Annun- 
ciation Church in Uganda: 

“..I am sorry to tell you that I was just discharged from the 
hospital yesterday where I spent one week quite sick. I have been so 
sick for two and a half months now. The doctor says I work too, too 
much, all my merves are too tired, especially my legs... Iam building 
my church almost myself. This church was started in 1984 by Fr. Gera- 
simos, his wife, their children, me and some other few faithful... 
slowly by slowly, we managed to put up something by the grace of our 
Lord... 

“..we can struggle together to strengthen Orthodoxy in this 
country, especially on this island (Bukasa), where we are surrounded 
with demons. To give you some few examples about this fact: Just 
behind our church where our land ends, there is a pond in the rock, 
where there is almost some water throughout the year. Some people 
on the island believe that that water belongs to a certain demon!!! 
What we did is to sprinkle the Holy Water in it, and it’s the very water 
we use to mix the concrete for our church and even to cook with... 
Some few meters away, where Matushka Sarah had started her house 
which is a church now, we expect to change it into a guest house, there 
is a huge stone as high as five feet high. But these same people were 
believing that this big stone was a chair of a certain demon and they 
were worshipping it. Can you imagine! What I did is to break some 
of the good stones I wanted and put them on my holy church. Good 
Lord bless this work! So pray for me. People really don’t like me, for 
I really don’t respect their devils at all, and I will never. I know only 
my Lord is everything, not some waters in the rock or some rock, 
whatever they might have. However, it is my Lord Who created all 
those good things for us to use. 

“Greetings from us and my Matushka Maria. We have TEN 
children, can you imagine...” 

God bless you for everything; the unworthy priest 
Fr. Christopher Walusimbi 


May God grant that we all could have such faith! Our second 
letter is from Mother Martha, writing for Abbess Juliana from the 
Orphanage of St. John of Kronstadt and the Dormition Convent in 
Santiago, Chile: 

“If it were possible, we would thank each donor individually. 
However, since we do not have their names, we can only pray God to 
bless them as He knows how. [All contributions are sent to Chile 
through an international bank account to ensure their safe arrival; 
hence Mother Juliana has no way of knowing individual names or 
amounts. Each donor is remembered individually in the Divine 
Liturgy at our parish church of the Holy New Martyrs of Russia in 
Colorado Springs, and a list of individual names is being compiled to 
send to Mother Juliana.] 

“Tthas long been the desire of Mother Juliana to put her work here 
on a self-supporting basis. A number of factors in the past prevented 
this. As long as our own efforts (the bakery, the shop, the embroidery 
and other handwork, etc.) were supported by regular contributions 
from a number of benefactors, there seemed to be a reasonable 
likelihood that we could reach this goal... However, a series of 
devastating setbacks here, culminating with the loss of many benefac- 
tors through the Seattle Fund, have forced Mother Juliana to recon- 
siderher options. At one time, we feared it would be necessary to close 
the orphanage. But Mother refuses to consider this, and is now in the 
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process of making some changes which will enable us to continue not 
only the orphanage and school, but also the convent, which shows 
signs of fresh vigor after a period of torpor. By placing two or three 
groups of girls under qualified laywomen, giving them a more family- 
type atmosphere, the Sisters will be freed to develop a more traditional 
monastic regimen. This will, hopefully, attract suitable young women 
to join our Convent and that, in turn, will enable us to replace the 
salaried workers we now have. 

“This is a very simplified sketch of the changes Mother Juliana is 
now contemplating. However, a number of circumstances are devel- 
oping which seem to favor these plans. One of these is the possibility 
of soon recommencing the construction of the convent church, which 
had to be postponed two years ago. We are all very hopeful that this 
time nothing will prevent the completion of this temple. Many people 
sent money earmarked for this purpose and, regardless of severe 
financial problems, Mother has held this money sacred to the purpose. 
She has unfailing faith that God will bless and provide the means to 
complete the church, so badly needed here. 

“Please continue your prayers for us, and we also pray for you, 
that God will richly reward the generosity of each one of you, for what 
ye do to the least of these, ye do to Him. 

With love in Christ, Mother Martha, 
for Abbess Juliana 


Surely such faith and love of God is worthy of our support and 
prayers. Let us remember both Fr. Christopher and his flock, and 
Mother Juliana and hers, and keep them before our hearts and minds. 
As we celebrate the Nativity and Theophany of our Lord, shortly to be 
followed by Great Lent and Pascha, remember not only those near to 
you in the flesh, but also those far away and in great need, who are 
nevertheless near in the Spirit. In our parish of the New Martyrs of 
Russia, during the fast seasons, we have encouraged our children to set 
aside some of their own money for one or the other of these needs, as 
well as the needs of those around us. In this way, they learn the 
blessings of the good work of charity and giving to the poor. Asa 
parent, I am encouraged by the generosity of my own children to 
participate as well in their giving. We have either made it possible for 
the children to earn extra money for this purpose, or given them money 
to give as they choose. The parish has also matched and supplemented 
the gifts of our children to show that we too consider this work of 
giving to be important. This is a great opportunity that God has given 
to us to share of the wealth and abundance that He has provided, and 
thereby imitate our Lord Jesus Christ and all the saints. 

More important, though, than our financial support, are our 
prayers. From the portions of the letters you have read, each of youcan 
understand and share in the spiritual struggle faced by our brothers and 
sisters. Money does not provide spiritual strength, but by our prayers 
we can give as well something much more important. We can lend our 
own hand to the battle, and join with Fr. Christopher in defying the 
demons of the pond or the rock, and in proving the all-powerful love 
of our God; or with Mother Juliana in the daily struggle to establish a 
disciplined life of prayer and righteousness, while not neglecting the 
world around us. Let us give reality to the words of our Savior that we 
are one — even as He and the Father are one. 

— Fr. David Moser 


Contributions, marked for either of the above missions or any other of 
the Fund’s beneficiaries, or for “general” purposes, may be sent to The 
Orthodox Benevolent Fund; PO Box 4523; Woodland Park, CO 
80866. Please do not send contributions to the St. John of Kronstadt 


Press or Living Orthodoxy... we simply have to forward them to 
Colorado. 


SOCIETYWATCH 


It is a widely accepted myth that we live in a 
“Christian” society, underpinned by basic Christian 
principles. To some limited extent, this may perhaps 
be true. But to an alarming degree, and increasingly 
so, it is far from the truth. Persistently, events 
throughout the country come to our attention which 
are frightening from a Christian perspective. 
(Apologies to our readers abroad for using space this 
way... but perhaps it would be wise to keep an eye 
upon events in your own “turf” as well!) We feel 
strongly that Orthodox believers had best keep their 
eyes open to what is happening around them. Know- 
ing that many of these events are poorly reported or 
not reported at all in humanist-dominated news 
media, we shall attempt to glean what information 
we can when such reports come to us and provide a 
continuing column under this heading. Resources of 
course do not permit thorough verification of these 
reports, and we can only rely upon the integrity of 
their sources. Readers are encouraged to assist in 
providing this information... but we encourage care 
to discriminate between facts and propaganda, from 
no matter what kind of source it might emanate. 

The greatest danger of this myth is that it may 
encourage complacency, an “it-can’t-happen-here” 
attitude. But, as has been repeatedly observed, in 
totalitarian societies one need not be particularly 
perceptive to know who is the enemy. Here, it is not 
quite so simple. This enemy has nothing to do with 
“right wing” or “left wing”, liberal or conservative. 
Rather, he is simply the ENEMY, who is willing to 
use anyone and anything to the end of undermining 
the possibility of a life in Christian freedom and 
faith. So... let us keep our eyes open to what is 
happening around us, and be prepared to respond 
when occasion demands. This is our business! 


How Not to CHoosE A ROOMMATE 

Ann Hacklander, of Madison, Wisconsin, de- 
clined to accept a potential roommate into her own 
apartment because the woman was a lesbian. She 
has been ordered by the Madison Equal Opportuni- 
ties Commission to pay the lesbian $500 in damages. 
Her present roommate has been ordered to pay an 
additional $1,000 in damages. The two have also 
been ordered to attend training classes conducted by 
a homosexual rights group in order to bring about 
changes in their opinions concerning homosexuality, 
and to submit to two years of monitoring by the 
commission to ensure that they grow in such under- 
standing. [Journal of the American Family Associa- 
tion; similar reports seen elsewhere.] 
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PLEASE Don’t MENTION Gob... 

Frances Reiter of Hollandale, Florida, has been 
ordered to remove from the front door of her condo- 
minium apartment a heart-shaped sign asking that 
“God bless this house”. The president of the condo 
association says Mrs. Reiter’s sign is offensive: “If 
the sign was somewhere else on another front door 
hidden from view it woudn’t matter, but her door is 
very close to the condo’s meeting room. A lot of people 
have to pass by her doon, and it’s offensive to every- 
one.” 

However, many of Mrs. Reiter’s neighbors in the 
condo adorn their outside doors with Mezuzahs, the 
Hebrew symbol of blessing placed at the outside 
doors of Jewish homes. [What, we wonder, would 
these good open-minded folk make of Orthodox 
Christians marking their doorways with a cross 
burned into the lintle by a Theophany candle!] [same 
source] 


AMERICAN Bar ASSOCIATION 
TRAINS LAWYERS 
To SuE Pastors, CHURCHES 

The ABA conducted a series of seminars in San 
Francisco on May 4-5, 1989, to train lawyers in suing 
churches and their employees. The opening seminar 
was entitled “Expanding Use of Tort Law Against 
Religions”. The first address was from a trial lawyer 
whose presentation was entitled “Tort Law as an 
Ideological Weapon”. 

The seminar continued with more technical pres- 
entations, largely oriented to extracting the largest 
possible amount of money from the victims of such 
persecution. It is, of course, undeniable that there 
are severe abuses of religious practice, which often 
do function to harm individuals. However, the civil 
courts are not the proper venue for addressing these 
wrongs... especially not when they become tools for 
“ideological weapons”. 

While it is unlikely, at least at the present time, 
that any such suit will ultimately be successful 
against anyone practicing his faith with even rea- 
sonable integrity, the threat is more subtle. This 
“ideological weapon” can have effects just as devas- 
tating when it is not successful. Used as a weapon of 
harrasment, it can easily occupy the entire attention 
of its victim for months or years, and cost tens or 
hundreds of thousands of dollars in legal fees for the 
mounting of a defense. What better way to destroy 
the mission of the Church? Ifthe minions of the state 
can be enlisted in the service of such attacks, the 
perpetrators are likely to become all but immune to 


any attempt to redress the wrong created by the suit 
itself. 

It is noteworthy that the sponsor of these semi- 
nars is not some “liberal” organization, but rather 
one of the most “conservative” bodies in the country. 
[Drawing on a report in the previously mention 
Journal. Some readers may wish to investigate the 
matter further by attempting to gain access to more 
detailed reports on the seminar. ] 


SomE TIDBITs... 

The Motion Picture Association of America rated 
the Billy Graham movie “The Prodigal” a PG, reason- 
ing that “Pre-teenage children should not be exposed 
to Christianity without their parents’ consent.” 

An eight year old girl in Seminole County, Flor- 
ida, was prohibited from distributing small greeting 
cards to her friends which included a sticker with a 
picture of Jesus on them. 

AChristian businessman in Virginia was sued by 
the Anti-Defamation League of B’Nai B’rith because 
he used Christian symbols (fish and cross) in adver- 
tising his business. 

A California couple were denied the adoption ofa 
young girl because, the judge said, they were “too 
religious”. Neither the judge nor the caseworker had 
visited their home, nor asked any questions concern- 
ing their religious beliefs. 

In 1986, there were 2,000 lawsuits against 
houses of worship, clergy and religious groups, ac- 
cording to Edward E. Carr, an attorney with Alexan- 
der and Alexander. 

Federal judge Charles Richey ruled that reli- 
gious organizations can no longer receive funds for 
programs which promote sexual abstinence among 
teenagers, and adoption as an alternative to abor- 
tion. However, he allowed non-religious groups to 
continue receiving such grants. [The intent would 
appear to be to put all meaningful education in the 
hands of the state and secular agencies. ] 

A Nebraska federal judge ruled that students 
cannot meet on school campuses for a Bible club 
meeting, even on their own time and without adult 
intervention. Chess clubs, scuba clubs, young com- 
munist clubs, yes... but Bible clubs, no. 

State officials in Pennsylvania said that clusters 
of crosses which have been erected by a private 
organization [we presume this refers to such groups 
erected at a great distance from but visible from 
major highways] must be taken down because they 
are considered forms of advertising which violate 
zoning laws. 

A Presbyterian woman in California was fined 
$954 for refusing to rent her apartment to an unmar- 


ried couple. She was ordered to post a notice on all 
of her units stating that it is illegal to deny leases 
because of marital status, to ask about marital 
status, or to make any statement indicating that she 
prefers to rent to married couples only. 

U.S. Senator Howard M. Metzenbaum (D-Ohio) 
told a Jewish audience at the Wise Center in Cincin- 
nati: “Do not let the forces of evil take over and make 
this a Christian America.” 


AnD You THOUGHT THE SCHOOLS WERE A SAFE PLACE 
FOR CHILDREN...! 

“Swearing is called street language. You’ve 
probably felt the urge to use daring words... Experi- 
menting with swearing is often a stage in maturing 
for both boys and girls.” [Me: Understanding Myself 
and Others, students’ edition (grades 6-8 homemak- 
ing); New York; Bennett, 1982, p. 201] 

“The moralistic value system remained firm in 
the rural areas and small towns of America until 
World War II... Protestant evangelists continue to 
crisscross the land, attempting to revitalize the old 
religion, the old culture... They preach the old 
values, the old standards... But now they represent 
a waning culture.” [Perspectives in United States 
History, students’ edition (high school); Chicago, 
Field Enterprises, 1972, p. 514] 

“Adolescent petting is an important opportunity 
to learn about sexual responses and to gratify sexual 
and emotional desires without a more serious com- 
mitment” [Life and Health, students’ edition (grades 
9-10); New York, Random House, 1980, p. 161] 

“After rubbing my back for a while, he unhooked 
my bra. Then he began to touch my breasts.” [Ibid, 
p. 59] 

“Among all the hundreds of Middle Eastern gods, 
avery different kind of god emerged. This was the 
God of the Hebrews. Here is a Hebrew children’s 
story that tries to explain how people began believ- 
ing in this new kind of God.” [People and Culture, 
students’ edition (grade 6 social studies); Chattaroy, 
WA; Economy Pub. Co., 1982, p. 70] 

[Drawn from a report in Liberty magazine, Sept./ 
Oct. 1989, from materials © by Mel and Norma 
Gabler, PO Box 7518, Longview, TX 75607.] 


AND THERE WENT FORTH A DECREE... 

...for the grand numbering scheme... the “Social 
Security Number”... notice in how many places you 
must have this once-very-private number to func- 
tion: driver’s license, library card, video rental shop, 
bank account, tax return, credit-card application... 
the list gets continually longer. Of that, more in 
another issue... 
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THE SPIRITUAL PSALTER OF ST. EPHRAIM THE SYRIAN 
CONCLUDED FROM PREVIOUS ISSUES 


The GIGNTEENTH KATHISMA 
Che Pirsc Stasis 


119. 
I HAVE SINNED — FORGIVE ME. 
HELPED BY THY GRACE 
I SHALL TRY TO CORRECT MYSELF. 


Approach the compassionate Father, O sinner, 
and confess your sins, saying with tears: I have 
sinned against heaven and before Thee, Lord God 
Almighty, and am no longer worthy to be called Thy 
son, nor even to pronounce Thy glorious name with 
my sinful lips, for I have made myself unworthy of 
heaven and earth by incurring Thy wrath, O good 
Master! 

I beseech Thee, O Lord, cast me not away from 
Thy face and turn not away from me, that Imight not 
perish. If Thy hand had not protected me, I would 
have perished already; I would be like dust before the 
wind; it would be as if I had never appeared in this 
world. Indeed, from the time that I left Thy path, I 
have not encountered one good day, for a day spent 
in sin, though it may seem good, is actually the 
bitterest of all bitter things. 

And from this day forth shall I hope on Thy 
mercy, that Thou wilt give me strength to work out 
my salvation. Now do I fall down before Thee and 
beseech Thee: help me, who have strayed from the 
path of truth. Shower me with Thy compassion like 
the prodigal son, for I have made a shame of my life 
and squandered the wealth of Thy grace. Have 
mercy on me and scorn me not, due to the depravity 
of my life. Have mercy on me, as Thou hadst mercy 
on the harlot and the publican; have compassion for 
me as Thou hadst compassion for the thief: on earth 
he was rejected by everyone, but Thou didst accept 
him and make him an inhabitant of the sweet para- 
dise. Accept also my repentance, for I too have been 
rejected by everyone. Thou, O Lord, camest not to 
save the righteous, but to call sinners to repentance 
— accept therefore also me, who repent before Thee. 


120. 
How MANY TIMES HAVE I PROMISED, 
YET EVERY TIME I FAILED TO KEEP MY WORD. 
BUT DISREGARD THIS ACCORDING TO THY GRACE. 


Grant forgiveness, O Lord; send also strength. 
Convert me, that I might live in sanctity, according 
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to Thy holy will. Sanctify my heart that has become 
a den and dwelling-place of demons. 

I am unworthy to ask forgiveness for myself, O 
Lord, for many times have I promised to repent and 
proved myself a liar by not fulfilling my promise. 
Thou hast picked me up many times already, but 
every time I freely chose to fall again. 

Therefore I condemn myself and admit that I 
deserve all manner of punishment and torture. How 
many times hast Thou enlightened my darkened 
mind; yet every time I return again to base thoughts! 
My whole body trembles when I contemplate this; 
yet every time sinful sensuality reconquers me. 

How shall I recount all the gifts of Thy grace, O 
Lord, that pitiful I have received? Yet I have reduced 
them all to nothing by my apathy — and I continue 
in this manner. Thou hast bestowed upon me thou- 
sands of gifts, yet miserable me, I offer in return 
things repulsive to Thee. 

Yet Thou, O Lord, inasmuch as Thou containest 
a sea of long-suffering and an abyss of kindness, do 
not allow me to be felled as a fruitless fig tree; and do 
not let me be burned without having ripened on the 
field of life. Snatch me not away unprepared; seize 
not me who have not yet lit my lamp; take not away 
me who have no wedding garment; but, because 
Thou art good and a lover of mankind, have mercy on 
me. Give me time to repent, and place not my soul 
stripped naked before Thy terrible and unwavering 
throne as a pitiful spectacle of infamy. 

If a righteous man can barely be saved, then 
where will I end up, I who am lawless and sinful? If 
the path that leads to life is strait and narrow, then 
how can I be vouchsafed such good things, I who live 
a life of luxury, indulging in my own pleasures and 
dissipation? But Thou, O Lord, my Saviour, Son of 
the true God, as Thou knowest and desirest, by Thy 
grace alone, freely turn me away from the sin that 
abides in me and save me from ruin. 


121, 
CONVERT ME BY FORCE; 
DO NOT WAIT FOR ME TO CHOOSE 
TO DO SO OF MY OWN FREE WILL. 


How shall I mourn the blindness of my soul? How 
shall I mourn my calamitous ignorance of my own 
self? How shall I mourn my passionate and unre- 
pentant arbitrary exercise of my free will? The 
ascetics are comforted, consoled by the Holy Spirit; 


but I agonize and complain of the wretchedness that 
is caused by my own apathy. I have sunk to the level 
of the senseless beasts and become like unto them. 
Wretched as I am, I have been stripped by my own 
laziness, because I alienate myself from those who 
stand vigil and pray. 

Regard me with mercy, O Master, from Thy holy 
heights. Look upon the impenitence of my poor soul, 
and by the judgments that Thou knowest, have 
mercy on me and correct me. As if standing before 
Thy throne and touching Thine immaculate feet, I 
beseech and beg Thee with contrite heart: have 
mercy on me; show Thy loving-kindness to Thy 
creature; freely convert me by Thy grace. 

I know that Thou canst do all things and that 
nothing is impossible for Thee. Wait not for my 
corrupt will to exercise itself, for I lack the ambition 
to correct myself. 

May every visible and invisible being weep for 
me, who have grown old in sins and passions. Weep 
for me who appear to those who see me to be chaste, 
yet inwardly am ever adulterous. 


122. 
IT IS TIME AT LAST TO RECOGNIZE 
THE ENEMYS DECEIT 
AND TO COME TO OUR SENSES. 


Take an interest, at last, in your salvation, O 
sinner. Seclude yourself, collect your thoughts and 
say to yourself: how much time have you spent 
feeding the lusts of your flesh and imagination, and 
what benefit has it brought you; what have you 
attained by doing this? Alas, my soul, what a state 
we have reached, what disorder! 

Look — everyone around me is adorned with 
virtues and truly fears God; but I alone walk in 
darkness. Early in the morning do I repent of my 
deeds, yet a short while later I commit even worse 
errors. The Lord has given me strength and health 
and lo! I take this for granted and incur the wrath of 
my Creator. 

Why art thou so apathetic, O my soul? Why art 
thou so careless? After all, thou canst not stay here 
forever. When the end comes, the Lord will send His 
angel to get thee and thou wilt have to leave this 
place whether thou so want or not. What then?! 

Acknowledge at last your extreme wretchedness, 
O man, and stop contradicting Him Who created you 
and opposing His commands. Boldly say to the 
enemy who seduces you: 

You, O devil, made me an object of shame for 
angels and men when I took your irreverent advice. 
You inspired me to think: for once I will satisfy my 
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craving and lo! this small act became for me a great 
abyss and I gave myself up to your shameful desires. 
The water found a small crack and made of it a big 
crevice. 

You have clouded my mind with impure thoughts 
and hurled me from sin to sin. You have annihilated 
my restraint on the pretext of bodily infirmity. You 
have alienated me from prayer and vigilance. You 
have implanted in me love for money, excusing this 
with the approaching long years ofold age. You have 
dried up my tears. You have hardened my heart. 
You have made me stray from obedience to Christ. 
You have multiplied my distractions. You have 
made me insubordinate. I have reached the point 
where I fail to labor over needful things and occupy 
myself with vain endeavors instead. You have 
taught me envy and slander. You have made me 
haughty, irritable and wrathful. You have taught 
me gluttony, drunkenness and sensuality. You have 
trained my thoughts to scatter while I read and sing 
psalms; thus I pray and do not know for what; I read 
psalms and meanwhile I surrender my thoughts to 
unrestrained wanderings. 

Having thus exposed the wiles of the enemy, tell 
him with conviction: I have had enough of you, O 
devil. And leave the evil one and join yourself to the 
man-befriending God. Are you wounded? Despair 
not. Have you fallen? Get up and say bravely: now 
Ihave begun. Fall down before your merciful Master 
and confess your sins. 

But before you say anything He will already 
know what you intend to say. Before you open your 
lips, He will see what is in your heart. You will not 
be able to say, “I have sinned,” before you see Him 
stretch forth His hands to receive and embrace you. 

Approach with faith and He will cleanse you 
straightaway as He cleansed the leper, lift you from 
your bed as He lifted the paralytic, and raise you 
from the dead as He raised Lazarus. 


123. 
SHOW MERCY ON ACCOUNT OF OUR FAILINGS. 


I who am all covered with sores run to Thy loving- 
kindness. Accept my sighs as Thou didst accept the 
tears of the harlot. 

Thou knowest, O Master, the failings of human 
nature. Remember that from his youth evil thoughts 
press diligently upon a man and be not wroth with 
me to the end, but open to me Thy hand and the door 
of Thy loving-kindness. May my recklessness not 
surpass Thy solicitude. 

Accept, O Master, and hearken unto mine im- 
pure and unworthy supplication, Thou Who savest 


those who hope in Thee, Who rejectest not the prayer 
of sinners, Who stretchest forth Thy hand to those 
who have been cast to the ground. Guide me in fear 
of Thee and give me tears of contrition. 

I have lifted up the mental eyes of my soul to 
Thee, O Lord. Cast me not away from Thy face, for 
blessed is Thy name unto the ages. 


The Seconn SeTAsis 


124. 
Gop’s PUNISHMENT AND LOVE. 


I have incurred Thy wrath with my sins, O Lord; 
but it is against Thy will that Thou art wroth, for 
Thou overflowest with abundant mercy and Thy 
majesty is beyond provocation. 

Thou art a sea of compassion and our errors are 
but a drop of tainted water. Surely one drop cannot 
disturb an unencompassable sea. 

Thou dost not become anxious when Thou art 
displeased, and Thou art not wroth when Thou 
punishest. If Thou wert to become wroth when Thou 
punishest, the world could not withstand Thy wrath. 

Thy blows are filled with love. Thy punishment 
burns with compassion. In accordance with Thy 
love, even when Thou punishest Thou strivest only 
for good. 

The staves with which Thou punishest are 
carved from the wood of Thy loving-kindness. No 
matter what Thy staff touches, the blow brings great 
benefit. 

When a master punishes his pupil, he beats him 
not out of hatred, but because he wishes to bring him 
profit; and out of love does he mete out punishment. 
Thy blow also strikes from love, for Thou dost not 
punish out of malice. Thou, O Lord, desirest our own 
good, and Thou showest Thy loving-kindness in 
many ways. 

It is not difficult for Thee to endure our errors, for 
Thou hast created our nature. Thou art not bur- 
dened by Thy creation, for Thou knewest us before 
we were created. 

Who will endure the hardships of caring for a 
baby if not the mother who bore him? Who will 
endure the errors of the world, if not the Lord of all? 

Itis easy for the Creator to endure all the difficul- 
ties wrought by His creatures, for if He had not 
wanted to endure these difficulties He would not 
have created them. 

Will a woman forget her child or fail to love those 
that issue from her womb? But even ifa woman were 
to forget her child, God will not forget the world He 
has created. 
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His natural compassion was moved, and He 
conceived and bore creation. Like a babe from his 
mother’s womb, so did the world come forth from His 
will. 

And lo, He gathers up and carries the world, like 
a mother carries the fruit of her womb, feeding it 
with her milk. 

The kindhearted Father bore us and nourishes 
us with the blood of His Son. Thus does a mother give 
her child her paps to suck, in order to feed him. 

A babe sucks at the breast and receives from his 
mother the food that he requires. He draws out all 
the food he needs from his mother’s paps. 

A babe does not know how to turn away and 
search for food anywhere else than at his mother’s 
side. 

Thus the world also takes life-sustaining nour- 
ishment only from Thee, O Creator; and no one but 
Thee alone can feed it. 


125. 
LIFE’s LESSONS. 


When you stand before God, recall those who 
serve earthly authorities. Take the example of 
slaves before their masters when considering your 
position. 

Recall your sinfulness and call upon God’s 
assistance. 

Learn from the saints and ask for God’s grace in 
the fulfillment of any task. 

Be not proud of God’s grace and do not succumb 
to lawlessness. 

If you succeed in doing good, do not praise your- 
self above men. If you sin through ignorance, do not 
lose heart because you are aman. Boast not of your 
successes, and do not despair when you sin. 

Actively strive for good and harbor an equal 
hatred for evil. 

Do not pass judgement when you give advice, for 
you know not God’s mysteries. 

It is better for you to be delivered to the sword 
than to succumb to anger. It is better to hide anger 
in the heart than to express it. 

Do not indulge in empty chatter, and do not sit in 
places where passionate conversation is held. Seek 
not gratification in laughter and pleasure in jokes, 
that you might not become distracted. 

Be not fond of gatherings teeming with crowds, 
for they engender confusion in the soul. 

Avoid banquets, in order not to become a de- 
baucher even in the absence of women. 

Avoid delicacies, that you might not become 
passionate. Take care to bridle the flesh, that it 


might not plunge its rider — the mind — into danger. 
Master your senses and protect them from corro- 
sion by rust as a warrior protects his weapons. 
Spend the better part of your time in seclusion, 
that you might be able to discern what is and is not 
beneficial for you when you are in the society of 


people. 


126. 
DESPAIR NOT AND BE NOT SELF-CONFIDENT; 
RATHER HUMBLY CRY OUT TO THE LORD WITH HOPE: 
HAVE MERCY ON ME! 


Behold, let no one say: I have committed many 
sins — there can be no forgiveness for me. He who 
says this does not know that God is the God of the 
penitent, that He came to earth not to save the 
righteous, but to call sinners to repentance, and that 
when someone repents the heavens rejoice over him. 

True repentance consists of withdrawing from 
sin and nurturing hatred forit. For, lo, when some- 
one says from his heart: I have hated deceit and been 
repelled by it — then God accepts him with joy. 

But behold, also let no one dare to say: I have not 
sinned. He who says this is blind; he has shut his 
eyes. He deceives himself and knows not that Satan 
is robbing him blind — both in word and deed, 
through all of the senses, sight, hearing and touch, 
and through thoughts. For whocan boast that he has 
an innocent heart and that all his senses are pure? 

No one is sinless, no one is clean of defilement, no 
man is free from guilt except Him alone Who for our 
sake was impoverished though He was rich. He 
alone is sinless Who took upon Himself the sins of the 
world, wants all men to be saved, desires not the 
death of a sinner and is a lover of mankind, abun- 
dantly benevolent, kindhearted and sincerely 
loving. 

Let us also run to Him, for all sinners who have 
run to Him have found salvation. 


127. 
THE WORDS TO BE SPOKEN AT THE JUDGEMENT 
TO THOSE AT THE RIGHT HAND 
AND TO THOSE AT THE LEFT. 


At the terrible judgement the Lord will say to 
those at His right hand: come, O sons of My light, 
blessed heirs of My kingdom. Come, ye who for My 
sake have been impoverished, hungered and 
thirsted, who loved not the world nor all that is in it. 
Come, ye who for My sake have left all worldly power 
and joy, brothers and friends, parents and children. 
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Come, ye who have dwelt in deserts, on mountains, 
in caves and crevices in the earth together with 
beasts, and rejoice with the angels in heaven. Come, 
all ye who are merciful and hospitable. Come, all ye 
who have walked the strait and narrow path. Come, 
ye whoare blessed of My Father; inherit the kingdom 
that has been prepared for you since the creation of 
the world. 

And to those at His left hand He will say: Go 
away from Me, into the fire that lies without. Go 
away from Me, ye heartless ones, who have hated 
both brothers and Christ. Ye were not merciful and 
neither shall ye obtain mercy. Ye did not heed My 
noble gospels and My blessed disciples — and nei- 
ther shall I heed your lamentation. You lived a life 
of luxury on earth, enjoyed good things in your life, 
and here there is nothing more for you to receive — 
you have already taken what is yours. Daily I called 
out to you through the Scriptures, but when you 
heard, you mocked those who read them. And now I 
say to you: I know you not. Go away from Me, ye 
accursed souls, into the eternal fire that is prepared 
for the devil and his angels. 

And they will enter into eternal torment, but the 
righteous will enter into eternal life. 


128. 
JUST ONCE DO I DESIRE GOOD: 
ON ACCOUNT OF THIS 
HAVE MERCY ON ME AND SAVE ME! 


As the Creator, Thou knowest what Thou hast 
created. As the Judge, Thou knowest what Thou 
hast condemned (after the fall). As the One Who 
became man, Thou knowest what Thou hast de- 
signed for our salvation. 

Thou gavest me an undefiled nature, but my 
father Adam has covered it with much impurity and 
made it infirm. To this impurity have I added 
enjoyment of vain things — and now I involuntarily 
endure punishment. Corruption has infected my 
very nature, and so I am distressed, like one caught 
in a storm at sea. 

Have mercy on me, as my Creator. Be sympa- 
thetic toward my infirmity, as the One Who became 
man for my sake. Reject me not because of my 
passions, but instead scatter them, in recognition of 
my will to strive. Do not disdain me on account of my 
impurity, but instead attend to my contrition and 
desire to better myself. 

IfThou art repulsed by my defiled thoughts, turn 
Thine attention to my lamentation and to the way I 
condemn myself for my own sensuality. 


I have the will, but I cannot say that I have the 
strength. I give what Ihave. Consider my situation 
and if it pleases Thee to give me what I lack, grant it 
to me. 

I am a pauper, robbed by the serpent. I am 
infirm, bound by corruption. I lack strength, for Iam 
overwhelmed by sin. I have lost Thy gift and there- 
fore lack perfect understanding. I have lost com- 
munion with Thee and therefore know not where I 
am headed. 

I have nothing. If anything is found in my 
possession, it is because Thou hast taken pity on me 
and given it tome. I am exceedingly poor; if I am to 
become rich it will all be a gift from Thee. It will all 
be Thine, just as it was Thine before. 

I beg only for grace — I confess that if I am to be 
saved, I shall be saved through Thee. 


Cre Thirzov STAsis 


129. 
THE ENEMY IS CUNNING, BUT WE ARE CARELESS — 
LET US BE ATTENTIVE 
SO AS NOT TO LOSE THE KINGDOM. 


Come let us make an effort; come let us fall down 
before God, let us steadfastly lament and shed tears 
before Him, that He might grant us spiritual enlight- 
enment. 

Discern the wiles of our enemy, the adversary 
who hates all good, who places in our path pitfalls 
and seducements, ruinous acquisitiveness, commen- 
dation of this age, carnal pleasure, as well as the 
expectation that this life will last for long, fear of 
ascetic struggles, a slothful attitude toward prayer, 
drowsiness when psalms are sung, and bodily rest. 

We are as apathetic and careless as he is assidu- 
ous. We are as inattentive as he is crafty, even 
though we know that our days have been shortened, 
that the time has come and the Lord of glory will 
come in the majesty of His beauty with the terrible 
powers of His kingdom to reward everyone according 
to his deeds. 

I fear that the Lord’s promise might be fulfilled 
with respect to us: that many shall come from the 
east and the west, from the north and from the sea, 
and shall sit down with Abraham and Isaac and 
Jacob in the kingdom of heaven; but we shall be 
driven out. 

I beseech Thee, O Christ, light of truth, born of 
the blessed Father, being His image and the radi- 
ance of His hypostasis, Who sittest at the right hand 
of His majesty, Who art my life and the praise and joy 
of those that love Thee: save me, a sinner, in Thy 
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kingdom and reward me not according to my deeds, 
but save me according to Thy grace and have compas- 
sion on me according to Thy kindness, for Thou art 
blessed and glorified unto the ages. 


130. 
I AM NOT WHAT I OUGHT TO BE, 
AND I FEAR MY ERRORS 
WILL BE EXPOSED AT THE JUDGEMENT. 
GIVE ME REPENTANCE AND STRENGTH. 


Why does the image I have taken on mislead me? 
Why am I a stranger to virtue, committing repulsive 
deeds before God who sees all? 

Justly did the pharisees suffer to have their 
errors exposed by Christ the Saviour, Who labeled 
their appearances hypocrisy. And I deserve such 
reproach most of all. But when my conscience expo- 
ses my errors I become indignant, for the truth is 
bitter for those who desire just to make an appear- 
ance rather than being. 

Indeed, if one were to peel away my appearance, 
he would find worms-inside. If the whitewashed 
cover is removed, everyone will see what lies in the 
grave. However, let this not be brought out into the 
open here; surely the fire will try all and discover 
what I am at the judgement. 

Woe is me! How willI endure the exposure of my 
lawless deeds and thoughts!.. Have mercy on me, O 
God, according to Thy great mercy and according to 
the multitude of Thy compassions absolve my iniqui- 
ties. Hearken unto me according to Thy goodness, O 
Master, and reject not my supplication; for Thou dost 
not cast away those who truly repent. 

It is true that even my repentance is impure, for 
I spend one day repenting and two offending Thee. 
But send my heart fear of Thee and confirm my soul 
on the rock of true repentance. May the light of Thy 
grace overcome the darkness that is in me. 

Condescend to my prayer, O good Lord, not be- 
cause I am correct, for in me is no good, but according 
to Thy compassion and Thy great and unutterable 
goodness. Raise up my members shattered by sin; 
enlighten my heart clouded by evil desire; save me 
from my sinful habits, that the adversary may not 
overthrow me in the end. 


iol, 
ALL MY HOPE IS IN GOD’S MERCY. 


Thy grace has made it possible for me to call upon 
Thy name, O Lord. O only good One, Who hast 
created us all, forgive the transgressions and sins of 
Thy sinful and ungrateful servant. 


I know, O Lord, that my sins exceed those of all 
other men, but I have as my refuge the abyss of Thy 
compassions which exceeds all things. I am confi- 
dent that Thou wilt accept and have mercy on all who 
approach Thy goodness, for it pleases Thee to behold 
repentance, and Thou rejoicest at the ascetic 
struggles of Thy servants. 

Grant me, Thine unworthy servant, tears, that 
with an enlightened mind, with love and faith, I may 
entreat Thine incomparable goodness and be cured 
of my hidden sores. Show miserable me Thy charity. 
Deliver me from the torment I deserve. May Thy 
grace be preached all about, to the benefit both of the 
countless multitudes who are careless, and me as 
well. 

As Thou didst fill the waterpots with Thy bless- 
ing, so likewise fill my heart with Thy grace and Thy 
goodness. When a caring mother is rejected by her 
child, she does not scorn him, for her motherly care 
triumphs over all; may my sins likewise not surpass 
Thy grace. 

I know that I will be punished even for idle words, 
for evil thoughts, for mere desire. Yet as soon as an 
opportunity to satisfy my pleasures presents itself, I 
immediately forget everything, and like a fool in- 
dulge in all manner of sin. I am a vainglorious, 
wrathful cripple, a lazy, dissolute glutton, a sensual- 
ist covered with impurities who hourly strays into 
error — and I do not realize it. 

Only hope in the manifestation of Thy grace, O 
man-befriending Master, consoles me and keeps me 
from despair. Whether Thou so desirest or not, save 
me, O all-good Lord, according to Thy great kind- 
ness. 


132. 
IN THAT PLACE THERE IS NO FORGIVENESS, 
SO CRY OUT WHILE YOU ARE HERE. 


As if I were standing before Thy terrible throne, 
O Lord, I who am condemned see both my deeds 
exposed and the judgement Thou wilt pass on miser- 
able me to remove me from Thy holy face and cast me 
into unbearable torment. And just as I will call upon 
Thee at that time, so now doI cry out, trembling and 
with tears: just art Thou, O mostjust Judge, and just 
is Thy judgement, that commits no error in judging 
me. 

As if I were standing in that place, I address the 
angels: O kind and most radiant angels, shed tears 
for me, for I did not even have mercy on myself. I 
scorned God’s mercy, and it is truly fair that I be 
punished. The Lord offered me mercy, but I lacked 
discernment and never paid it proper attention; and 
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now with good reason does He turn from me. 

Then, of course, the angels will tell me in anger: 
this is not the time for repentance, but for reckoning. 
Prayer no longer has any power, and tears of repen- 
tance are of no consequence. Here there is an 
abundance only of tears shed in torment. Here are 
heard not sighs of contrition, but ceaseless groans 
and cries of pain. Go and receive the bitter and harsh 
reward for your deeds. Burn in flames like impure 
matter, fueling the inextinguishable fire of gehenna. 
Enjoy, for you are a son of obscurity and love ever- 
lasting darkness. Gaze upon the black apparitions 
for the sake of which you have disdained the eternal 
light, — and be glad. 

There, in that place will be endless weeping and 
fervent gnashing of teeth. Alas, my poor soul 
stripped of all deeds, how shalt thou gaze upon the 
impartial Judge, the angels and archangels, and 
those born on earth there present in infinite 
numbers? 

Alas, how thou shalt suffer then, my soul, but 
thou wilt not be heard. Everything will change, 
everything will be different. The righteous will 
rejoice forever and sinners will endure eternal tor- 
ment. They brought no joy to the God ofall, and shall 
themselves be alien to all joy unto the ages. 

So let us cry unto God, O soul, while we are here: 
save us, before we perish unto the end! 


133. 
WHETHER OR NOT GOD ANSWERS OUR PRAYERS, 
ALL IS FOR THE BEST. 


The Lord is an omniscient giver of gifts. He 
considers what would benefit the supplicant; and 
when the Lord sees that a man is asking for some- 
thing harmful or even merely useless, the Lord does 
not answer his prayer and refuses him that which he 
thought good. The Lord hears every prayer, and he 
whose prayer is not answered receives from the Lord 
the same saving gift as he whose prayer is answered. 

Iftwo people approach the Good One, one in need 
and the other with a debt to pay, He will give to the 
one and forgive the other. Thus both walk away from 
the Giver’s door with gifts: the one in need receives 
delivery from necessity, and the debtor receives 
forgiveness of his debt. 

In every possible way God shows that He is a 
merciful Giver of gifts: He bestows upon us His love 
and shows us His kindness. And this is why He will 
not answer even one inappropriate prayer if its 
fulfillment would bring us death and ruin. 

Even in this case, however, when He refuses to 
grant what we ask for, He does not leave us without 


a most useful gift, for He removes from us harm and 
opens to us the door of His compassion. 

Therefore be sure that every prayer that is not 
fulfilled is certainly harmful; but a prayer that is 
answered is beneficial. The Giver of gifts is just and 
good and will not leave your prayers unanswered, for 
in His goodness there is no malice and in His truth 
there is no envy. 


Tne Nineteenth KATHISMA 
Che Pirsc Stasis 


134. 
CREATION, REDEMPTION AND RESURRECTION. 


Standing by the coffin I gazed therein and beheld 
the corruption of the flesh. In the grave it had 
become repulsive — there was nothing to resemble 
an attractive face; instead dry, crumbling bones 
covered with corruption were to be seen. With 
sorrow and grief I withdrew from the coffin, carried 
by my thoughts to that time when we will be resur- 
rected to the sound of the trumpet and will glorify 
Thee for the resurrection prepared for Adam’s de- 
scendants and say: Praise to Thee, O Lord of all! 

I heard what is written about the resurrection in 
the Gospel; I thanked God and exclaimed: praise to 
the all-holy nature of Thy dominion, that in the 
beginning adorned our nature and honored it with 
Thine image, and in the last times sent down Thy 
Son!... And He saved us from ruin and will come 
again to resurrect all of Adam’s race. He will carry 
the righteous up to heaven and cast the lawless into 
gehenna — and they will exclaim: just is Thy 
judgement, O Lord and King! Praise to Thee, O Lord 
of all! 


135. 
How SHALL I REPAY THEE? 
I SHALL ACCEPT THE CUP OF SALVATION. 


Long-suffering is the Lord, and He draws all of us 
toward His kingdom; but He requires of us an ac- 
count for our carelessness during this short time. 

He will say to us: for you did I take on flesh, for 
you did I visibly walk about the earth, for you was I 
beaten, for you was I struck on the face, for you was 
I crucified and raised on the cross, for you who dwell 
on earth was I given vinegar to drink, in order to 
make you holy and heavenly. I have granted you My 
kingdom, called all of you My brethren and sent 
down to you the Holy Spirit. 

What more is there that I could do but have not 
done in order to save you?! The only thing I do not 
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want to do is to constrain your free will such that 
your salvation would become a matter of necessity, 
not of your own choosing. 

Tell me, O sinners who are mortal by nature: 
What have you endured for My sake, for your Master 
Who suffered for you? 

Let us all come together to worship Him and 
weep before the Lord Who has created us, and let us 
say: How shall this race of sinners repay Thee, O 
incomprehensible, good and kindhearted God? Thou 
Who hast illumined all the universe with grace, 
illumine also the eyes of our hearts, that we might 
love Thee, O Master, and with love always perform 
Thy holy will. 

Behold the cup of Thy terrifying blood, filled with 
light and life. Grant us understanding and enlight- 
enment, that with the love and sanctity of faith we 
might approach it and thatit might be unto us for the 
forgiveness of sins and not for condemnation. 


136. 
CORRECT YOURSELF BY CONTEMPLATING DEATH 
AND WHAT ACCOMPANIES IT. 


Terrible is the approach of death to people who 
are passionate, sinful and weak, who have not tried 
to live blamelessly in this vain world. 

Those who labor and accomplished strugglers of 
piety rejoice at the hour of departure. Seeing before 
their eyes the great labor of their struggle, vigilance, 
fasting, prostrations, prayer, tears, and sackcloths, 
their souls rejoice when they are summoned from 
their bodies to enter into repose. 

But parting with this life gives exceeding sorrow 
to the sinner, who sees before his eyes his negligence 
and its bitter fruits... What repentance shall then 
embrace the heart of him who has here neglected his 
salvation! Alas, O my soul, alas, why dost thou 
neglect thy life! All of a sudden thy summons will 
come — what wilt thou do in that place if thou hast 
been careless here? What wilt thou do before the 
throne of the just Judge? How is it that the enemy 
robs thee, but thou dost not realize it? How is it that 
the enemy steals from thee heavenly riches, but thou 
art so distracted that thou dost not know it? 

Have mercy on me, O long-suffering Son of God 
and sinless Christ! Grant me, O my Saviour, to 
contemplate the life to come, that I might perform 
Thy will. In my old age at least make me a partici- 
pant in Thy grace, that I might at least complete my 
untoward life with a good end. 

How shall I who am negligent stand before Thy 
terrible throne? How shall I who am impatient and 
useless enter into the community of those who have 


here brought forth the fruits of righteousness? By 
what traits will they acknowledge me when the 
saints and the righteous upon their heavenly beds 
recognize each other according to their deeds? 

No, you have no cause to flatter yourself! The 
righteous, the chaste and the humble will walk in 
unapproachable light, but the sinful, the slothful, 
the proud, the haughty and those who carelessly live 
for their own gratification like I do — will find 
themselves in the eternal and unquenchable fire. 

Be sobered, O my soul, and pray with tears. Cry 
out from all thy heart that before the end comes thou 
mightest be converted and make a good start. 

Grant this to us, O Lord, by the prayers of our 
immaculate Lady the Theotokos and of all Thy 
saints, for Thou art blessed untc the ages. 


Che Seconon ScTAsis 


137. 
LIFE PASSES QUICKLY. 


The days pass and fly away. The hours run 
without stopping. In the headlong rush of time the 
world nears its end. 

Not one day will allow another to accompany it; 
not one hour will wait for another that they might fly 
by together. Just as it is impossible to stop and hold 
back running water with one’s fingers, so the life of 
one born of woman cannot remain stationary. 

The life of each person who enters the world is 
already weighed and measured — he has neither the 
means nor the ability to step beyond the appointed 
limit. 

God has determined the measure of man’s life, 
and the days divide this appointed measure into 
parts. Each day imperceptibly takes its part away 
from your life and each hour unrestrainably runs 
along its course with its little share. The days 
destroy your life, the hours subvert its edifice, and 
you rush to your end for you are but vapor. 

The days and the hours, like thieves and robbers, 
rob and steal from you. The thread of your life is 
gradually torn and shortened. The days deliver your 
life up to burial, the hours lay it in the grave, and 
together with the days and the hours does your life on 
earth disappear. 

The life that you live today will depart and fly 
away at the end of this day, for every day takes away 
its part of your life and leaves with it. Every day 
delivers its part up to burial; every hour lays its 
portion in the grave, and in the swift flight of time 
they depart, disappear and are transformed into 
nothingness. 
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Soswiftly do the days pass, so quickly too does life 
fly by —it has no opportunity to stop and standin one 
place. Ifthe sun were to stand still in the heights and 
the moon were to be restrained from its movements, 
then the time appointed for your life could also stop, 
could cease rushing to its end. 


138. 
GOD WILL HIMSELF GIVE ALL THAT IS NECESSARY; 
YET ONE MUST ALSO PRAY. 


The kindhearted God gives us what we ask for 
not because of our prayers; rather does He nourish us 
according to His compassion, for it is He Who 
created us. 

Without our asking, the Supreme Majesty 
granted us His own Son Who for our sake appeared 
on earth and, although we did not ask Him to do so, 
He offered Himself as a sacrifice for our salvation. 

For who asked the Father to give His own Son up 
to death on the cross? Or who entreated the Son to 
die for sinners? 

To which righteous man did the thought occur to 
ask the Father to give up His Son for transgressors? 

It is truly an unprecedented event, and the 
thought occurred to no one. 

The Father gave up His Son to death on the cross, 
and through His death sinners obtained life. And if 
He gave away His greatest treasure, can there be any 
obstacle to prevent a man who asks such a Lover of 
mankind from receiving all that he needs? 

So let us ask Him, for He does give. Let us 
announce to Him our wishes, for He will not refuse 
us. Let us entreat Him, for He wants to satisfy our 
needs in every way possible. 

But in accordance with His justice, He expects 
our prayer to come to His door, and this prayer has 
reconciled justice and sinners. 

If kindness were to forgive transgressions with- 
out prayer, it would be a violation of justice, and no 
one would contemplate justice any more. 

Mankind would gradually be given up to lawless- 
ness, for the Judge would fail to apply the staff of 
correction. Each man would joyfully continue to sin, 
for there would be no one to correct him. 

Such kindness, however beneficial it might be for 
us, would soon turn to harm, for it would give sinners 
cause to ever multiply their sins. 

And it is a good thing that in the world also, 
justice prompts the use of punishment. For punish- 
ment causes the sinner to shudder and put an end to 
his sinful ways. It brings the sinner to contrition of 
heart, for it is he who has brought punishment upon 
himself. And thus the sinner puts aside his 


iniquities, if only for a short while, and seeks forgive- 
ness for his sins. 

Who will not thank Thee, O our Lord? For Thy 
justice is good and Thy punishment is a gift of grace. 
Thou art truly good in all Thy doings. 

With the staff of justice dost Thou humble the 
heads of sinners who sin with shameless arrogance 
and cannot be converted without extraordinary 
inducement. 

May Thy punishment, O Lord, united with Thy 
loving-kindness, be our mentor. May Thy right hand 
help us to take advantage of Thy punishment. 


139. 
INSIDE I REMAIN THE SAME — 
HOW LONG WILL THIS GO ON?... 
CONVERT ME, FOR THE END IS NEAR. 


Lo, I try to gather my thoughts from every corner, 
but Iam unsuccessful, for the things responsible for 
the passions of my thoughts remain in me. [have not 
yet been freed from the influence of the evil spirits 
that will detain me on my upward path toward 
heaven. I have not yet acknowledged the weight of 
the multitude of my sins. Those who have plunged 
me into sin now bear fruit in the flesh of my body. 

How long shall I who am wretched continue to 
become intoxicated in the absence of wine, and ne- 
glect my self as ifit were alien to me? Like a wicked 
servant who concocts plots to harm his master, so do 
I scheme to undermine my own salvation, as if 
someone else were to suffer the injury my actions 
produce. I donot want tobe vigilant; daily do I offend 
Thy great patience. My wickedness stands before 
mine eyes. Yet Thou wilt be patient with me accord- 
ing to Thy kindness. 

Grant me, O Lord, the remedy of conversion, that 
I might be healed of all the evil that is in me. Grant 
that I might enter the realm of restraint. Grant that 
I might spend all the days of my life in contrition of 
heart. Enlighten the clouded eyes of my mind, that 
I might rush zealously to embark on the path that 
leads to Thy vineyard. 

The time of my life has run low, spent in vain 
cares and shameful thoughts. My life has come upon 
the eleventh hour. O Lord, steer my ship with its 
cargo and grant understanding to this powerless 
merchant, that I might complete my purchase while 
I still have time. For the hour of departure has 
arrived — it already looms before my eyes — and I 
took fright exceedingly when I saw my poverty. 
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140. 
THERE IS NO HIDING — 
GOD SEES ALL. 
YOU HAD BETTER RUSH TO CLEANSE YOURSELF 
WHILE THERE IS STILL TIME. 


I sin and hide so that no man will see me; but the 
Lord sees me when I do evil. 

If a man sees me I am ashamed; but I feel no 
shame before God. Have compassion and mercy on 
us, O Judge and Master of judges! If a man be 
converted, whether sooner or later, Thou wilt accept 
him. 

What shall I do with my sins? I do not know. My 
mind cannot imagine what I might use to wash and 
cleanse myself. If I took it into my head to wash with 
water, then the seas and the rivers would not be 
sufficient tocleanse me. YetifI wash myself with the 
blood and water that flowed from the rib of the Son 
of God, then will I be cleansed, and compassion will 
be showered upon me. 

Tremble, O sinner, at the coming judgment; with 
tears and sorrow run to repent. While prayer is still 
accepted, pray here, that you might be accepted 
there. Pray, while death has not yet come and 
carried away your soul, for then all prayer and 
supplication will be in vain, then even tears will be 
of no avail. 


141. 

A PRAYER TO THE THEOTOKOS. 
THOUGH I AM UNCLEAN, ACCEPT MY PRAYER 
AND GRANT ME REPENTANCE AND DEFENSE 

AT THE JUDGEMENT. 


O all-praised and all-good Lady, O fountain of 
loving-kindness, O abyss of love for mankind! 
Though I am unclean and committed to this adulter- 
ous and rebellious world, careless in both word and 
deed and even in the exercise of my free will, and 
want only to lay waste to my life, yet thou, who arta 
loving and sympathetic Mother of God, be not re- 
pulsed by me, a wanton sinner, and before it is too 
late accept the supplication presented to thee by my 
defiled lips and, with thine all-good and pleasing 
prayers, incline the Judge to be merciful to me. 

Open to me the benevolence of thy compassionate 
Son; entreat Him to overlook my sinful failings, 
direct my thoughts to repentance, show me to be 
accomplished in observing His commandments; do 
not let me become a morsel for the corrupter of souls 
—the devil. But by thine intercession renew me who 


have grown old in a multitude of sins. Correct my 
decrepit life, that I, having thee as mine intercessor, 
O all-good mistress, might stand fearlessly before 
the Judge and escape terrible torment. By thine 
intercession make me an heir of glory; entreat my 
Creator that I may obtain all this. 


142. 
LIFE’S LESSONS: WOE. 


Woe is he who abides in sin and can find no time 
for repentance, for in that place shall he repent, 
mourning his sins to no avail unto the ages. 

Woe is he who says: now shall I enjoy the flesh 
and I will repent in old age — for suddenly death will 
capture him like a snare and his hope will perish. 

Woe is he who knowingly chooses to sin with the 
intention to repent when morning comes, for he 
knows not what the coming day or the night that 
precedes it will bring. 

Woe is he who knows what is good but lends a 
hand to the evil one, for on the day of his exit the 
wicked angels will take him. 

Woe is he who by his evil deeds causes his 
neighbor to stumble, for in the day of judgement he 
will give an account for every error that he seduced 
others into committing with his evil ways. 

Woe is he who has renounced the world yet clings 
to a worldly way of thinking, for the parable about 
the man who has put his hand to the plough yet looks 
back pertains to him. 

Woe is he who follows the desires of the flesh and 
is loath to attend to his soul, for his life and his hopes 
will be scattered over the earth. 

Woe is he who does not make haste and use all his 
strength to prepare himselfhere, that he might there 
be justified. 


The Twentieth Kactnisma 
Che Pirsc Scaasis 


143. 
BLESSED IS THE MERCIFUL CREATOR 
AND REDEEMER. 


Blessed is the Good and Merciful One Who re- 
joices over us when we repent and without reproach 
accepts us with joy according to His love. 

Blessed is the Good One Who opens His door to 
the good that they might enter therein, and also does 
not lock the door of His goodness to the evil if they are 
converted. 

Blessed is He Who grants everyone the means to 
inherit the heavenly kingdom: the righteous inherit 
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it through good deeds and sinners through 
repentance. 

Blessed is He Who for the sake of sinners gave 
Himself up to death and revilement, Who suffered 
humiliation in order to grant sinners life. 

Blessed is He Who created us according to His 
loving-kindness, Who descended to save us by the 
cross, and Who is to come again to resurrect us in the 
great day of His coming. 

Vouchsafe me also, O Good One, according to Thy 
goodness, to behold Thy compassion in the day of 
judgement, and to sing Thee praise together with the 
righteous unto the ages of ages. 


144, 
WHo IS BLESSED? 


Blessed are they who have loved God, and be- 
cause of their love for Him have come to despise all 
that is earthly. 

Blessed are they that weep day and night, for 
they shall be delivered from future wrath. 

Blessed are they that willingly humble them- 
selves, for they shall be exalted. 

Blessed are they that exercise restraint, for the 
joys of paradise await them. 

Blessed are they that afflict their bodies with 
vigilance and feats of asceticism, for the delight of 
paradise has been prepared for them. 

Blessed are they who have cleansed themselves 
of all evil thoughts, for the Holy Spirit dwells within 
them. 

Blessed are they who with all their soul love God 
more than this world, for they shall be called friends 
of Christ. 

Blessed are they who have willingly borne their 
cross and actively followed Christ, for they shall 
attain the Jerusalem on high. 

Blessed are they who have girded their loins with 
truth and keep their lamps ready, expecting the 
heavenly Bridegroom, for they shall reign with Him 
in the heavenly kingdom. 

Blessed is he who has obtained the eyes of the 
mind and unfailingly applied them in contemplation 
of future blessings, for he shall inherit those good 
things to come. 

Blessed is he who never fails to keep the day of 
judgement before his eyes, and endeavors to be found 
pleasing to God in that day. 

Blessed is he who has conquered the carnal 
pleasures, for at the trial of the last day he shall be 
made bold. 

Blessed is he who has wept for God on earth, for 
his fruits shall be borne in heaven. 


Che Seconn STAsis 


145. 
DEATH — 
AND HOPE IN THE FACE OF IT. 


The soul says: in the hostel of the body have I 
lived, and the Master of the house has sent for me. I 
can stay no longer, for the one who is sent for me 
urges me to go, saying: Come out of your house; leave 
this dwelling. So remain in peace, O flesh, you 
temporary dwelling, and may I behold you with joy 
on the day of resurrection. 

Those who are to take me came with haste, and 
I did not know of it. The one sent for me now stands 
before me, andI had no sense ofit. Deliver me, O our 
Lord, from the condemnation into which the devil 
fell, that hater of Thy blameless sons, and together 
with Thy saints lead me into the kingdom, that I 
might sing praise and glorify Thee with them. 

The soul says to the body: How bitter is your cup 
mingled with death! How terrifying is this time and 
how difficult is the hour of trial! Take leave of the 
world, O comfortable dwelling in which I did reside 
so long as it pleased the Lord. 

What sorrow will fill the heart of the sinner in the 
hour when the Judge Christ sits upon His terrible 
throne. All generations will stand before Him and all 
the secrets of the heart shall be exposed! Terrible is 
the judgement, terrible is the Judge, terrible is that 
hour'... 

Blessed is he who is sheltered by Thy goodness at 
that time, O Lord. 

I accepted Thee, O Son of God, to accompany me 
on my journey, and when I hungered Thou didst 
satisfy me, O Savior of the world. 

May fire flee from my members; may the frag- 
rance of Thy flesh and blood drive it away. May 
baptism be for me an unsinkable ship. 

May I behold Thee, O our Lord, in that place in 
the day of resurrection. 


146. 
TO WHOM SHALL I RUN’... 
SAVE ME FOR THY NAME’S SAKE. 


Woe is me, burdened with unprecedented sins! 
The number of my transgressions exceeds the num- 
ber of grains of sand in the sea and they afflict me like 
so many iron shackles, for I lack the boldness to gaze 
upon the heights of heaven. 

To whom shall I run, if not to Thee, O Lover of 
mankind? Have mercy on me, O God, according to 
Thy great mercy, and according to the multitude of 
Thy compassions blot out mine iniquity. 
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To Thee doI run, according to Thy great goodness 
and Thy charity. 

Thee have I angered, yet to Thee do I run, accord- 
ing to Thy great capacity to forget evil-doing. 

Thee have I offended, yet to Thee do I run, 
according to Thy great love for mankind, and I 
entreat and cry to Thee: Turn Thy face from my sins 
and blot out all mine iniquities. Create a clean heart 
in me, O God, and renew a right spirit within me! 

I have nothing to offer Thee, neither a good deed, 
nor a pure heart; but hoping in Thy compassion I lay 
myself down, that Thou mightest bring me to contri- 
tion and unwavering observance of Thy command- 
ments, and that I might not fall so easily into sin 
again, but serve Thee from henceforth in reverence 
and truth all the days of my life. 


147. 
A PRAYER TO THE THEOTOKOS 
FOR HELP IN LIFE, IN DEATH, 
AND AFTER DEATH. 


O Virgin Lady, O Mother of the man-befriending 
God! Direct my heart to contrition and humble it; fill 
mine eyes with saving tears and illuminate them 
with the light of thy prayers, that I might not fall 
asleep in the sleep of death. 

Sprinkle me with the hyssop of thy loving-kind- 
ness and cleanse me. Wash me with my tears, that 
I might be made whiter than snow. 

O Mother of my Lord Jesus Christ, receive this 
my shameful confession and mine entreaty. Ravish 
my mind and keep the remainder of my life in repen- 
tance without offence. 

At the time when my humbled soul departs from 
my body, when — woe is me! — I will have to speak 
with the enemies outside the gates; then, O Lady, 
regard me with thy merciful eye; free me from all the 
merciless tormentors and the terrible taskmasters of 
the prince of this age; be my defender and destroy all 
record of my sins. Lead me saved and unashamed to 
the throne of thy Son and His unoriginate Father and 
the All-Holy Spirit — the light-creating Trinity, one 
in essence. 
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148. 
THE SAINTS THEMSELVES 
SHALL MARVEL AT THEIR GLORY. 


Blessed is the man who obtains boldness in the 
terrible day of judgement and hears with the others: 
Come, ye who are blessed of My Father, inherit the 
kingdom that has been prepared for you since the 
creation of the world! 
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Then each man, when he sees himself in the light, 
will begin to examine himself and wonder: can this be 
me? And how did it happen that I who am unworthy 
have made it here? 

The angels will come with great joy and begin to 
glorify the saints and extol their lives: their struggles, 
restraint, vigilance, prayers, voluntary poverty, perfect 
lack of acquisitiveness, tolerance of thirst, persever- 


- ance in hunger, constant maintenance of prayerful 


attention, joy in nakedness endured for the love of 


_ Christ — all this shall the angels proclaim with joy to 
the righteous. 


And in answer the righteous will say to them: There 


‘was not even one day when we could be found with as 
much as one good deed. 


The angels will remind them anew of the times and 
places where they performed their deeds, and again 
they shall marvel at themselves and begin to glorify 
God, seeing that their bodies shine in the heavens more 
than light — and thus are they repaid for the minor 
deprivations and sorrows they suffered voluntarily on 
earth. 

They found a treasure hidden in a field and, having 
sold all they had on earth, they acquired it and found a 
wondrous pearl. By their suffering did they receive and 
harbor this pearl in themselves and, though they were 
unaware of it, they prepared themselves an undefiled 
and incorrupt garment. 

_ The labor of ascetic struggle is not great, but great 
is the respite it brings. The struggle to achieve re- 
straint is brief, but the repose that is its reward lasts 
unto the ages of ages. 


149. 
FACED WITH DEATH 
WE ARE COMFORTED BY THE RESURRECTION. 


Christ the resurrector will appear in the heights 
with glory. He will bring the dead to life and raise those 
in the graves. The children of Adam, who was made of 
earth, will all arise together and give praise to the 
Resurrector of the dead. 

Let not your hearts be sad, ye mortals. The Lord’s 
day shall come and He will awaken and gladden-us who 
have reposed. Those who have kept the law shall be 
roused before the Lord, and the angels shall rejoice in 
the day of resurrection. 

Let not your souls be sorrowful, ye who were re- 
deemed by the cross and called into the kingdom. The 
Lord’s day shall come; He will give voice to the deceased 
and the dead will arise and give Him praise. 

Let us glorify and worship Jesus, the Word of God, 
Who, according to His love, came to save us by His cross 
and is coming again to resurrect Adam’s children in the 
great day when His majesty shall shine forth. 

Grieve not, ye mortals, over your corruption. Christ 
the King shall shine forth from on high; He who is 


_ omnipotent shall beckon and thus raise the dead from 
their graves, and clothe them with glory in His 


kingdom. 
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If death has reigned and laid waste to our nature 
because Adam sinned and violated the commandment, 
then shall we not be justified and saved all the more by 
the sufferings of Christ Who has vanquished death and 
vindicated our nature? 

Our Lord has granted the deceased hope and conso- 
lation, for He Himself rose from the grave, vanquished 
death, promised resurrection and life, and bestowed 
great blessings on Adam and all his children. 

Praise and glory to the Father Who created us, to 
the Son Who saved us by His cross, and to the Holy 
Spirit, the Comforter, to the all-praised and incompre- 
hensible Trinity Who raises the dead and clothes their 
bodies with glory. 


150. 
PRAISE TO THE RESURRECTOR OF THE DEAD. 


All the deceased will arise at the sound of the 
trumpet and sing praise to the Father and the Son and 
the Holy Spirit, the Resurrector of their bodies. 

O Father Who created Adam from dust, O Son Who 
by Thy cross delivered Adam’s race from ruin, resurrect 
me and set me at Thy right hand, that I might glorify 
Thy name! 

Thee do I worship, O Christ our Saviour. Thou art 
the resurrector and savior of all the departed who were 
baptized in Thy name and confessed Thy cross and Thy 
death. 

Blessed is Christ Who promised life and resurrec- 
tion to Adam’s children in the day of His coming. Wetoo 
shall arise and exalt Him along with the saints who 
have been pleasing to Him. 

Praise to Thee! By Thy resurrection didst Thou 
grant all the mortal race the hope of life and resurrec- 
tion. And we offer Thee praise, for Thou art the 
resurrector of all flesh. 

Ye mortals, exalt and praise Him Who by His deatti 
emptied the dominion of death and promised all the 
mortal race life and resurrection. 

May the soul that has sought refuge in Thy cross 
and inherited eternal incorruptible treasure praise and 
exalt Thee together with the spirits that number her 
among Thy ranks. 

Meet it is to worship the Father Who sent us His 
only-begotten Son, Who saved our race from death and 
satan, and sits at the right hand of His Father entreat- 
ing His compassion on behalf of all of us. 


GLORY BE TO Gop! 
Translated from the Russian Text by Antonina Janda 


This book has generated more comment (all positive!) than any 
work previously published in Living Orthodoxy. It is our desire 
and intent to publish it in a fine-paper, sewn simulated leather 
cover gift-quality edition during the coming year. However, 
about $7500 in cash production costs needs to be raised. Under- 
writing giftsin any amountare of course welcome; donors of $100 
or more will receive five copies of the book at no cost upon 
publication (fifty such gifts will enable prompt publication). 
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